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PREFACE. 



The Historians* of the Empire near the period 
of time, at which this Poem commences, make 
mention of a Constant! ne, who assumed the 
purple of the western empire, gained possession 
of Gaul and Spain, but was defeated atid slain 
at the battle of Aries. He had a son named 
Constans, who became a monk^ and was put to 
death at Vienna, 

About the same time a Constantine appeam 
in the relations of the old British Chronicles 
and Romances. He was brother of the king of 
Armorica, and became himself King, or rather 

* Gibbon, Chap. 3L 
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an elected sovereign of the petty Kings of Bri- 
tain,* %vho continued their succession under 
the Roman domtnioiL He was called Vendi- 
gardtund Waredur^ the Defender and Deli- 
verer. He had three sons, Cons tans, who be- 
came a hermits and was murthered, either (for 
the traditioFis vary) hy the Picts, by Vortigern^ 
or by the Saxons ; Einrys, called by the Latin 
writers Aurel ins A mhrosius; and Uther Pen- 
dragon, the father of Arthur. These two Con- 
stantines are here ideutified, and Vortigern sup- 
posed to have been named King of Britain^ as 
the person of greatest authority and conduct in 
the wreck of the British army, defeat^ at Aries. 
Many, however^ of the chiefs in the Island 
advancing the hereditary right, before formally 
settled on the sons of Cons tan line, Vortigern, 
tuistrustiiig the Britons^ and prest by invasions 
of the CaledoniaQS, introduced the Saxons to 
check the barbarians and strengthen his own 
sovereigoty. 

• WhiUker, HUt of Manchester* 
t Lewia» If kt. of briUin. 
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' The Hero of the Poem is an hiatorieal 
character, as far as sut^h legends can be 
called History. He appears in most of the 
Chronicles, as Edol, or Eldol, but the fullest 
account of his exploits is in Dagdale's Baro- 
nage under his title of Earl of Gloucester, 
William Harrison, howevetj in the Description 
of Britain prefixed to Holioshed, calls him 
Eldulph de Samor, But all concur in ascribing 
to hira the acts which make the chief subject of 
the fifth and last Books of this Poem. 

Most of our present names of places being 
purely Saxon, and the old British having little 
of harmony or association to recommend them, 
I have frequently, on the authority of Camden 
and others^ translated them. Thus the Saxon 
Gloucester, called by the Britons, Caer Gloew, 
is the Bright City, The Dobuni, the inhabit 
tants of the Vales, are called by that name. 
Some few sanctioned by old usage of Poetry 
and Romance I retain , as Kent, Thane t, Corn- 
wall London is Troynovantj as the City of 
the Trinobantes. 



▼ill PREVACB. 

Some passages Id the Poem will be easily 
traced to their acknowledged sources, the 
Poets of Greece and Italy ; one however, in the 
third book, relating to the Northern mythology, 
has been remarkably anticipated in a modern 
Poem. The honourable Author may be assured 
that the coincidence is unintentional, as that 
part of this Poem was the earliest written, and 
previous to the appearance of his prodqction. 
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Land of my birth, oh Britain ! and my lore, 

Whose air I breathe, whose earth I tread, whose tongue 

My song would speak, its strong and solemn tones 

Most proud, if I abase not. Beauteous Isle, 

And plenteous ! what though in thy atmosphere 5 

Float not the taintless luxury of light, 

The dazzling azure of the Southern skies ; 

Around thee the rich orb of thy renown 

Spreads stainless, and unsullied by a cloud. 

Though thy hills blush not with the purple vine, 10 

And softer climes excel thee in the hue 
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And fragrance of thy summer fruits and flowers. 

Nor flow thy rivers over golden beds ; 

Thou in the Soul of man, thy better wealth, 

Art richest : nature^s noblest produce thou, 1 5 

The immortal Mind in perfect height and strength, 

Bear^st with a prodigal opulence ; this thy right. 

Thy privilege of climate and of soil. 

Would I assert : nor, save thy fame, invoke, 

Or Nymph, or Muse, that oft \was dreamed of old 20 

By falls of waters under haunted shades. 

Her extacy of inspiration poured 

O^er Poef s soul, and flooded all his powers 

With liquid glory : so may thy renown 

Bum in my heart, and give to thought and word 

The aspiring and the radiant hue of fire. 25 

Forth from the gates of Troynovant hath past 
King Vortigem; the Princes of the Isle 
Around him ; on the walls, for then (though now 
Scorn bounds her mighty wilderness of streets. 
And in magnificence of multitude SO 

Spread, and illimitable grandeur,) walls 
With jealous circuit and embattled range 
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Girt Britain's narrow Capital ; where 5warm*d 

Eager her wondering citizens to see 

The Monarch* Him the Saxon Hengist met, S5 

And Horsa^ with their bands in triuinph Jed, 

As from a recent victory ; their blue eyes 

Sparkled, and proud they ^hook their safiron liair; 

And in the bicker of their spears, the toss 

Of ponderous maHets, the quick flash of swords, 40 

Th^ eiDblazon'd White Horse on their banneri waved. 

Was triumph. Thus king Vortigem began : 

** Welcomes Deliverers I of our kingdom's foes. 
Welcome, thrice-honourM Conquerors l never more 
Shall painted Caledonian o'er our realm 45 

The chariots of his rapine wheel, so fuU 
The desolation, havoc so complete 
Hath smote and blasted in Erie Hengist's path. 
The mouldering ruins of our Roman wall. 
Leagued with the terror of the Saxon name, 50 

Shall be defence more mighty, than wheti soared 
Its battlements unbroken, and above 
Ttie imperial Eagle shcxik its wings of gold. 
Oh, toird \^ith victory, burtlicn^'d with renowtip 
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For ye our baths float cool and clear, our air 55 

Is redolent with garland wreaths, and rich 

Within our royal citadel is crown^ 

For ye the banquet ; welcome once again, 

Mi^ty to save, and potent to defend !" — 

A faint acclaim, a feeble sullen din 60 

Ensued, with less of gladness than fierce gnef. 

And wrath ill stifled. Seeming all unmoved. 

Elate the Monarch onward led the way ; 

Slow foUow'd Saxon Hen^f s martial train. 

Clashing their armour loud, as they would daunt 65 

All Britain with the clamour : marched behind 

The island Nobles, save some restless hands 

Were busy with their sheathed swords, they mov'd 

Silent, and cold, and gloomy, as a range 

Of mountain pines, when cloudy lowers the storm. 70 

Upon the azure bosom of the Thames 
Reclining, with its ponderous mass of shade, 
Arose the royal Citadel, the work 
Of the great Csesar. Danger he and dread 
Of Rome and Pompey; yet 'gainst savage foes J 5 

Vantage of trench and tower and massy wall 
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^M Scum d not, so swiit, so perilous, so fierce 


H 


B Cassivelan his painted charioteers 


' ^M 


H Whirl'd to the frantic onset, standing forth 


^M 


^^ Portent of freetlom mid a world enskv'd. 


^H 


^B They pass'd the portal arch; the sumptuous hall 


^1 


B Flung back its gates; around the banquet board 


^1 


Rang'd Prince and Chieftain, where luxurions art 


^1 


Showefd prodigal her dainties, poisons sweet, 


^1 


And baleful splendour. Fierce the Saxon gaz'd 


^B 


On goblet, and huge charger carved w ith gold, 


'^1 


Contemptuous wonder. But the Monarch's brow 


^1 


'Gan hghten, as with greedy joy he quaffM 


^1 


Oblivious bliss; thus ever guilty soul 


^H 


Woos frenzy, and, voluptuous from despair, 


^H 


H Forgets itself to pleasure. High aloof, 


^1 


H Each in bis azure robe, the band of Bards 


^H 


H Mingled the wanton luxuries of sound ; 


^1 


^1 Gentle melodious languor, melting fall, 


^1 


H With faint effeminate flattery tlie soul 


^H 


H Guiling of manhood. Silent veifd his harp 


^M 


H White-h^r d Aneurin, and indignant tears 


^M 


^^^ Stood in the old m^^s eye, for wrathful shame 


■ 


^^^^^^^^L 

^^^^^^^^^^^H 
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To hear his godlike and beaven-breathing art 
Pampering loose revek with offidous chime. 100 

Then rose the glorious madness ; forth he sprung. 
With one rude strdce along the clashing chcHrds ' 
Won silence deep as of a summer eve 
After a noontide storm; his silver locks 
Wav^d proud, the kindling frenzy of his eye 105 

Flashed triumph, as the song of Chariots rose. 
The song that o'er the van of battle showered 
Pale horror, when that soourg'd Icenian Queen 
Through the square legions drove her car ; were heard 
Her brazen wheels to madden, the keen scythes 110 
Gride through their iron harvest ; then rushed route, 
Waird havoc ; seemed Bonduca fiercer urg*d 
'i'he trampling steeds ; behind her silence sank 
Along the dreary path of her revenge. 

CeasM the bold striun, then deep the Saxon drained 
The ruddy cup, and savage joy uncouth 116 

Lit his blue gleaming eyes : nor sate unmoved 
The Briton Chiefs; fierce thoughts b^;an to rise 
Of ancient wars, and high ancestral fame. 
Sudden cauie floating through the hall an air 120 
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rSo strangely sweel, the oVrwiought sense scarce felt 
Its rich eJtcess of pleasiiFe ; softer sounds 
Melt never on the enchanted midnight cool, 
By haunted spring, where elfin dancers trace 
Green circlets on the moonlight dews; oor lull 
Becalmed manner from rockt, where baskt 
At summer noon the Sea-maid ; he his oar 
Breathless suspends, and mottonJess his hark 
Sleeps on the sleeping waters. Now the notes 
So gently died away, the silence seem'd 
Melodious; merry now and light and blithe 
They danced on air : anon came tripping forth 
In frolic grace a maiden troop^ their locks 
Fbwer-wreathy, their snowy robes from clasped zone 
Fell careless drooping, quick their glittering feet 1S5 
GkncM o'er the pavement, llien the pomp of sound 
SwdJ^d up^ and mounted ; as the stately swan, 
Her milk-white neck embowered in arching spray, 
Queens it along tlie waters, entered in 
The lofty haU a shape so fair, it luliy 140 

The music into silence, yet itself 
Pour'd out, prolonging the loilt extacy, 
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The trembling and the touching of sweet sound. 

Her grace of motion and of look, the smooth 

And swimming majesty of step and tread, 145 

The symmetry of form and feature, set 

The soul afloat^ even like deiidous airs 

Of flute or harp : as though she trod from earth. 

And round her wore an emanadng doud 

Of harmony, the Lady movM. Too proud 1 SO 

For less than absolute command, too soft 

For au^t but gentle amorous thought : her hair 

Clustered, as from an orb of gold cast out 

A dazzling and overpowering radiance, save 

Here and there on her snowy neck reposed 

In a sooth'^d brilliance some thin wandering tress. 155 

The azure flashing of her eye was fringed 

With virgin meekness, and her tread, that seemed 

Earth to disdain, as softly fell on it 

As the light dew-shower on a tuft of flowers. 

The soul within 8eem''d feasting on high thoughts, 160 

That to the outward form and feature gave 

A loveliness of scorn, scorn that to feel 

Was bliss, was sweet indulgence. Fast sank back 
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Those her fair harbingers, tJietr modeg^t eyes. 

Downcast, and drociping low their slender necks 165 

In graceful reverence; she, by wondering ga^e 

Unmov'd, and stifled murmurs of applause^ 

Nor yet unconscious, slowly won lier way 

To where the King, aniid the festal pompj 

Sate loftiest ; as i^he rab''d a fair-chased cup, 1/0 

Something of sweet confusion overspread 

Her features ; something tremulous broke in 

On her half-failing accents^ as she said, 

'* Health to tlic King !^ — the sparkling wine laughed up. 

As eager 'twere to touch so fair a bp* J 75 

A moment, and the apparition bright 
Had parted ; as before, the sound of harps 
Was wantoning abciut the festive hall. 

As one just waking from a blissful dream 
Nor moves, nor breathes, lest breatJi or motion break 1 80 
The beauteous tissue of fine form woven o^er 
His fancy, sate king Vortigem. " Whence came. 
And whither went she ? of what race and stem 
Sprang this bright wonder of our earth, that leav^ 
The rapture of her presence in our hall, 185 
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Though parted thence too swiftly P''— " Bang (replied 

Erie Hengist) — in our ancient Saxon faith, 

111 bodes the joyless feast, where maiden''8 lips 

Pledge not the wassail goblet''—" By my soul,^ 

Cried VorUgem, " a gallant faith ! and I 190 

Omen so sweet discredit not ; the health 

Those smooth lips wish'^d me, well those lips might give, 

A fragrance and a sparkling have they left 

Even on the wine they touched.*" — He said, and prest 

The goblet to his own. " A father^s ear, 195 

King Vortigem, must love the flattering tongue 

That descants lavish on his daughter's praise.'' 

" Thy daughter.^ Saxon!" — "Mine, though vaunt not I 

Her beauty, many a Grerman Erie and King 

Hath vow'd at his lifers peril to proclaim 200 

Her far-surpassing comeliness." — None heard 

The secret converse that ensued. Lo, rose 

Kmg Vortigem, and from his brow transferred 

A coronet of radiant Eastern gems 

To the white hair of Hen^st, and drank off 205 

A brimming cup, and cried, " To Kent's high King 

A health, a health to Vortigem's fair bride, 
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The golden-lmirM Roweoa.*' — Seiz'd at oni-e 

Each Saxon the exulting strain, and struck 

The wine-drain\l gt>blet down, " Healtli, King of Kent j'^ 

As mid the fabled Libyan bridal bIcxkI 2 1 1 

Perseus, in stem tranciuilHty uf wrath. 
Half stood, half floated on I lis ancle plumes 
Out-8wellingj while the bright face on his shield 
Look'd into stone the raging fray ; so rose, 215 

But with no magic arms, wearing alone 
Th* appalling and control of his firm look. 
The solemn indignation of his brow, 
The Briton Samor ; at his rising, are 
Went abroad, and the riotous hall was tnutei 2S0 

But like unruffled summer waters flowed 
His speech, and courtly reverence Bmooth'd its tone. 

'* Sovereign of Britain^s Sovereigns I of our crowns 
The highest f in our realm of many thrones 
Enthroned the lofti^t I mighty as thou art, 225 

Thou dost outstep thy amplitude of sway ; 
Thine is our isle to govern not to give; 
A free and sacred properly hast thou 
In our allegiance ; for a master's right 
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Over our lives, our princedoms, and our souls, 230 

King Vortigem, as well mayst thou presume 
To a dominion o^er our winds, to set 
Thy stamp and impress on our light from heaven. 
This Britain cannot rest beneath the shade 
Of Saxon empire, this our Christian soil 235 

The harvest of obedience will not bear 
To Heathen sway ; and hear me, Vortigem, 
The golden image that thou settest up, 
Like the pride-drunken Babylonian king. 
Though dulcimer and psaltery soothe us down 240 

To the soft humour of submission tame, 
We will not worship."" — From the hall he past, 
Thus saying. Him the Island^s brave and proud 
Followed, the high and fame-enamoured souls. 
Never to Britain wanting, though in hours 245 

Loosest of revels soft, and wanton ease. 
But Vortigem, more largely pouring in 
The vine^s delicious pcnson, sate, and cried, 
" Whom the flax binds not, must the iron gyve. 
Whom sceptres daunt not, must the sword control.^ 
Evening fell gentle, and the brilliant sun 25 1 
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Was going down into the waveleaa Thames, 

As bearing light and warmth to her cold Nymphs 

Within their crystal chambers, when the King 

Left the hall of banquet. Lofty and alone, 255 

Even as the Pillar great Alcides set. 

The limit of the world and his renowTij 

On Calpe, round whose shaft the daylight wreathed 

Its last empurpUng, on the battlements 

Stood Samor in the amethystine light, 2G0 

And "Go to darkness, thou majestic orb! 

To-morrow nhall the nations bask again 

In thy full glory ."" — Thus he said, and tum*d 

To where the King went rapid past*—" And thou, 

Thou to thy setting hastest, never more 265 

Thou thy benighted splendour to renew ; 

Late at thy noon of pride, now sunk, declined 

For ever from thy fair meridian, go 

Into thy cloudy rest! ** — The solemn tone 

Of his deep voice seized on the King, as frosts 270 

Arrest the rapid flomng stream.^ — " What meansi 

The Sovereign of the Vales, even in my halls. 

And on my castle battlements, to cast 
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Bold soom on Britain's king ? Jngrate, and Uind, 

When I the valiant Saxon have brou^t in 275 

To check the Caledoniah, through your isle 

Marching by wild hght of your burning towns ; 

Ye, wedded to your sorrow and your shame, 

Mock at the safety my free love provides.*^ 

^^ Ah, provident 1 ah, sage ! ah, generous Eong ! 280 

That sets the emaciate wolf to dog the flock ; 

The hawk to guard the dovecote.'*' — " Wise-lipp'd chief, 

I thank thee for thy phrase : doves are ye, doves 

That fly with piteous and most delicate speed 

Before the Scottish kites, that swoop your nests 285 

And flesh their greedy talons in your young." — 

** Monarch ! the eaglet, -were it smoothly nurst 

In the dove's downy nest, at its first flight 

Would shrink down dazzled from the morning sun ; 

But with strong plumes refresh'd, anon 'twould claim 

Its old aspiring Urthrigbt, and unblench'd 29] 

Bathe in the bickering of the noontide car. 

Oh, we have slumber'd on soft luxury's lap, 

To her loose tabret ; but, mlqudging King! 

Britain is hkc her soil ; above the turf 295 
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Lies veket smooth, hard iron lurks beneath. 




^1 


I know the northern Pagans waste our land. 




^H 


And the tame mlsfiion to the Roman sent 




^B 


I know, ' The fierce Barbarian to the sea 




^1 


Drives us, the se& to the Barbarian back 


300 


^B 


Merciless^ : so ran the plaintive legt^nd. True ! 




^H 


But soldiers would it cast us l^ack ; despair 




^H 


Hath its own valour; war makes warriors, Kingi 




^H 


Calamities are on usj evil days 




^H 


O'^er oiu^ isle darken, but the noble wear 


305 


^H 


IKsaster, m an Angel wears his wings, 




^H 


To elevate and glorify. Nor us 




^H 


Shroudeth alone the enveloping gloom, the frame 




^H 


And fabric of our world is breaking up* 




^M 


Ronie's dome of empire, that o'ervaulted earth 


310 


^H 


y With its capacious shadow, rent and split, 




^H 


Disorders the smooth course of human things^ 




^H 


Living confusion lord of this wide boll. 




■ 


While to and fro the Nations sway perplexed, 






Like a tempestuous sea. 01^ nud such wreck, 


315 




Our Brit^ in lone safety to uphold, 




^1 


On every side Against gathering foes present 




J 


• 
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A rampire of hard steel, or fiimer far, 

The bulwark of a haughty spirit pourM 

From the thronM Sovereign through her sons, were pride, 

Were honour, might arrest Heaven^s plumed hosts. 321 

And in their sphere-bom music win renown. 

So He whose sceptre glitters in thy grasp. 

He the Dehverer, the Defender nam'd. 

So Constantine had done, had the high Soul^s bane, 325 

Ambition, never maddened hira to wear 

The purple, madly worn, yet nobly lost 

On the sad plain by Aries.""—" I knew, I knew 

^Twould come to thb, that Constantine would end 

The high-wrought oratVy. This too I know, 330 

And this I tell thee, Samcnr! nor yet add 

Bebel ! thy secret commerce with his sons. 

To undermine my stately throne ; the right, 

So babble ye in your licentious phrase, 

Conferr'd by our assembled British Ejngs 335 

On Constantine for ever and his heirs.'' — 

"Alas! how better were it to know nought. 
Than, Uke Kings, darkly. Constantine's btave sons 
.\nd Samor oft have met, have met to wail 
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The hazard of their sative land, to swear 


^^M 


Before the altar of the eternal God^ 


^1 


Never, amid these rude and perilous times, 


^H 


To blow the trump of civil strife, to prop 


^H 


1 With their allegiance Britain's throne, though fiird 


^H 


By one they deem usurping. \ortigerii* 


^H 


I am upon the string that jars thy soul, 


^H 


And it must vibrate to its highest pitch. 


^H 


Oh what a royal madness, that might build 


^H 


Upon the strong rock of a people's love. 


, ^H 


Yet choofieth the loose quicksand of distrustj 


^^M 


And overlays the palace of his pride 


^H 


With a rude Saxon buttress, whose stem weight 


^H 


Must crush it Thou dost fear thy subjects arm'd 


^M 


Pear, lest the old valiance in their hearts inure, 


^H 


And therefore fight'st their wars with foreign iteel. 


^H 


And is this he, the noble and the wise. 


^H 


The Vortigem, that Britain on the plain 


^1 


Of Aries, that fatal plain, haird Captain, King? 


^1 


Arise, be King, be Captain, be thyself! 


^H 


And we will stand around thy throne, and mock 


^H 


The rumous fashion of the times." — '* Away ! 


1 


c 
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My royal word is to the Saxon giren.^ 

^^ Oh, Vcnrtigem ! this knee hath never bow'd. 

Save to the King of Kings, thus knr on earth 

I sue thee, cast the Saxon off.^ — At onoe 365 

The swift contagioas grandeur set on fire 

The Monarch — ^ I am thine, am Britain's aQ : 

Now by my throne, thus, thus I have not fdt. 

Since first this drding gold eat in my farow. 

So free, so upright, and so kingly, chains 370 

FaU from me, mists are curling off my souL" 

Like two hcid Venturers, silendy they stand. 
Launching amid the sun-light their rich bark 
O'er glassy waters to the summer airs : 
Their solemn pondering hath the lofty kx)k 375 

Of vaunting, over each high brow flames out 
A noble rivalry of hope and pride. 

The sound of wheels, lo, sliding came and smooth 
A car, wherein, like some fair Idol led 
Through the mute tumult of adoring streets, 380 

Bri^t-bairM Rowena pass'd the portal arch. 

Have ye a soise, ye gales, a conscious joy 
In beauty, that with such an artftil touch 
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And light ye float about her garment folfli^ 


' 


^1 




Displaying what is exquiate displayed, 


385 


^1 




And thinly scattering the light veil where'er 




^B 




Its shadowing may enhance the grace, and swell 




^1 


i 


With sweet olGciousne^ the clustering hair 




^H 




Where fisdrtst tufts its richness, and let fall 




^1 






390 
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^ 


To lose yourselves about her, and expire 




^1 




Upon her shape, or snow-white robes ? She stood. 




^1 


► 


Her ivory arm in a soft curve stretched out. 
As only in the obedience of her steeds 




J 




Rejoicing ; they their necks arch'd proud and high 


,395 


^H 




And by her delicate and flower-soft hands 




^H 




Sway'dj as enamoured of her mastery mov'd, 




^H 




Lovingly on their bright-chaTd bits repos*d, 




^H 




Or in gay sport upon eacli other fawnM^ 




'^B 




But as the Monarch §he beheld, she caught 


400 


^B 




The sjdck rein up, and with uiieonscious check 




^B 




Delayed the wiUing coursers, and her head, 




'^B 




Upon her ivory shoulder half declined 




^B 




In languor of enjoyment, rising wore 




^B 




Rosy confusionj^ and disorder fair 


405 


^^^^^^1 
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Transiently on her pride of motion broke. 
Or chance, or meaning wandered to his face 
Her eye, with half command, entreating half; 
Haughty to all the world, but mild to him, 
Th^ all admired admiring, and th' all-awing awed— 410 
She look''d on him, and trembled as she look'd. 
Alone she came, alone she went not on« 
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BOOK IL 



Nook is ablate in Heaven, but gloom^ the gloom 

Of tlic brown forest'^s massy vault of shade. 

Is o'er the Kings of Britaii) ; the broad oaka^ 

As in protection of that conclave proud. 

Like some old templets dome^ with mingling shade 

Meet oyerhead} around their rugged trunks 

Shew like fantastic pillars closely set 

By Druids in mysterious circle, wont 

Here^ when the earth abroad was bright and clear 

With moonshine, to install tlieir midnight rites 

By blue nor earthly kindled fires^ wlule Bards 

Pour'd more than music from their charmed harps. 

Each on his mc^sy seat, in arms that cast 
A glimmer which is hardly light, they sit 
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Colofiod, fterc, and sdll ; oo erenr farov IS 

Indigmmt sorrow and sad To^eance lowers. 

Tbem had the Pagan peasant deemed his Gods» 

In cloudy wrath down stoopii^ from the heaveiis 

To blast the mighty of mankind, and wreak 

On some old empire min and revenge. -20 

And first majestical yet mild arose 
A lofty shape, nor less than monarch seemed. 
Whose royal look from soub bold, brore, and free. 
Not stooping slayery claimed, but upright awe 
And noble homage ; yet uncrown'd, he wan 23 

Dominion, him with statdy rererenoe heard 
That armed Senate. "« Princes of the land. 
Lords of the dd hereditary thrones 
Of Britain, we, the sons of Constantine, 
Emrys and Uther, oome not here to charge SO 

Inconstant oounsd on your wisdom, nought 
Arraigning, that the sceptre to our Hne 
Solemnly given, in those disastrous dxp^ 
When for the EmfMre of the Occident, 
For Gaul oW-master'd, and submitted Spain, .'^5 

Warr'd Constantine, and warring nobly fell, 
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Ye placed in elder hand, out right foregniK' 




^M 


Ffir the more precious public weal : oh. Chiefs, 




^1 


*Twas VfeW and wisely done ; a stiipling^s arm 




^H 


May rear the kingly standard in its pomp 


40 


^B 


To play with Zephyrs under cloudless sldesj 




^B 


But when the rude storm shakes its ponderous folds 




^H 


'Twere hard for less than the consuminate man 




^1 


Aloft to bear it, yet unstooping. Well 


r 


^H 


Stemmed your new standard-bearer Vortigem 


45 


1 


The overshadowing tempest^ nor aluas'd his front 




ri 


Your crown's old glories ; till, aJa^s^ dire change I 




m^ 


' Dread fallf the sceptre that ye fondly hoped, 




<^H 


Would blossom, like the Hebrew Hierarch's rod, 




^H 


With the almond bloom of mercy and of love, 


50 


^H 


Liker the Egyptian magic^worker^s w^and 




^1 


Became a serpent, withering all your peace 




^H 


With its infection : then your l^rtues wrought 




^H 


Your sorrows* from your valour grew your shame. 




^H 


^ Your borders were oVrleap'd, your towns on fire. 


55 


^H 


And the land groan'd beneatli ficrr^ Rapine's wheels. 


^H 


Ye cried unto your King for arms, he sage 




^1 


In cold and jealou** wisdom fear'd to arm. 




1 
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Whose arms might brave himself, and cast oontrol 

On the fierce wanderings of his royal will. GO 

Saxons must fight our wars, our hard-wrung, gold 

Buy us ignoble safety, till the slaves • 

Swelled into Lords, and realms must pamper 

Our hirelings into Princes; Kent, fair Kent, 

The frontlet of our isle, where yet are seen 65 

The graves great Caesar peopled with his dead. 

When on his* rear the Briton conqueror hung. 

Where first the Banner of the Cross was wav^d. 

Sinks to a Heathen province. Warriors ! Eongs ! 

This must not be among baptized men, JO 

This cannot be 'mong Britons. Therefore here. 

Here in your presence dare we call again. 

Your throne our throne, and challenge in your love 

A Sovereign's title, by our youth we fell 

From tliat great height, but Vortigem hath fallen 75 

By his own guilt, we therefore rise again 

In majesty renewed ; he falls, no more 

To soar into the sacred royal seat^ 

Thereat with concord loud, and stem acclaim. 
Gave answer tliat proud Senate, and denounced hO 
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Judgment irrevocable. But with mien 


^H 


Somewhat appairdj as one in high debate 


■ ^H 


And solemn council unassa/d^ ^«>se 


,, ^H 


Prince Uther ; ere he spake his clanging mail 


^H 


Smote with fierce stroke, as audience to enchain. 


^^M 


Himself the battle isoond enkindling, high 


^B 


His haughty bmw and crested helm upfinng. 


^^H 


Thus rude his fiery eloquence pourM forth. 


^^H 


** Warriors of Britain S me nor pomp of words 


^^^1 


Beseems, nor strife of smooth and liquid phrase^ 


^H 


In the debate of swords^ the fray of steeds 


^H 


No combatant unskUrd, I will not boast 


^H 


That I have brook'd with Emrys'' patient pride 


.^1 


A sceptre's loss ; a boy, I wept to hear 


^H 


My fadier's crown was on a stranger's brow. 


^^M 


But when my arm gan grasp a sword, those tear& 


^H 


Those soft unseemly waters, tum*d to hues 


^1 


Of burning indignation ; every crown 


^H 


ShewM, every kingly title to my ear 


^H 


Sounded a scorn and shame. Even at his height 


1(K> ^ 


And plenitude of power I yeaiTied to ri^e 




Against th' enthroned Usurper — now, oh Kings l 
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Thus charter'd, thus oommisflkm'd, thus array'd, 

With what a noble phrenay will we rush, 

Tramplmg the wreck of Saxon and of King; 105 

Our path shall be as rapid and as bright 

As summer meteor, more pemidous, that 

Waning into the dull unkindling air, 

We burning, desolating as we pass. 

On, Britons, on, a tj^rant fills your throne, 110 

Nor fitter monument may tyrant find 

Than his throne^s ruins ; let the flat earth dose 

O^er both at onoe ; the stranger Saxon lord^s 

Within our isle, the seas that bore him here, 

In his storm-braving navy, bear him back 115 

Weltering and tossing in their drowning surge. 

LowVing he stood, still in fierce act of speech. 
Yet speechless. Sudden, then, in dread uproar 
Rose shout of war, with thundering dash of arms 
Mingled, then hunying spears and nodding helms 1 20 
With ^ttering tumult in the pale gloom flash\l ; 
War, war each voice, each stricken shidd denounced. 

Amid the multitudnious din arose 
Solemnly the Bright City^s Lord, down sunk 
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Instimt all tumult, broke abruptly off 125 

Fierce voice and clash of anns : so mute and deep 

Settled the silence, the low sound was heard 

Of distant waterfall^ the acorn drop 

From the green arch above. Still and abash'd 

Sate the fierce conclave, while with mild reproof 13U 

Winning all hearts, the gracious Chieftain spake* 

** Brave sight for earth and heaven ! it doth not fail 
A nation'^s cry for freedom and (or faith^ 
Nor faint, nor deaden in the mist and gloom 
Of this low earth, it takes the morning's wtngg, 1 li5 

Fasseth the crystal skies, and beats heaven"'s gate ; 
There glideth through the gladdening Angel choirs. 
That ikn it onward with their favouring plumes. 
To the eternal sapphire throne, and him 
That sits thereon. Ineffable. Oh Ktngft, 140 

Our council thus appeaUng may not wear 
Seeming of earthly passion, lust of sway. 
Or phrenetic vengeance : we tnust rise in wratli. 
But wear it as a mourner's robe of grief. 
Not as a garb of joy ; must boldly strike, 145 

But like the Roman, with reverted face. 
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In sorrow to be so enforced. Brave duefs. 

It would misseem a son of this proud isle, 

To trample on the fallen, thou^ a King; 

It would misseem a Christian to rejoice 150 

Where virtue hath played false, and fame^s pure light • 

Hath sickened to dishonourable gloom. 

Vortigem is our foe, no more our King, 

Yet King he hath been. King he had been still, 

Had never his high vaulting pride disdainM 155 

The smooth dominion of old use, nor striven 

To fix on our impatient necks the yoke 

Of foreign usurpation ; our free land 

Will not endure the heathen Saxons rule. 

Nor him that rules by heathen Saxon power. 160 

So march we forth in th' armour of our right. 

From our once King not falling off in hate 

Or fickleness, but by severe constraint 

Of duty to ourselves and to our Grod. 

So march we forth, and in such state may make 165 

Our mother land to vaunt of us; raise up. 

Side by side, the fair airs to captivate 

To an i^roval of our upright deed, 
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Our royal banner and the Cross of Christ; 




^m 


And move within their cirque of splendour, calm^ 


170 


^M 


And yet resistless as the bright-inan'd steeds 




^H 


I'hat bear the Mom to disenthrone old Night* 




^1 


And now our kingly sceptre, forced aside, 




^H 


By stress and pressure of disordered time^ 




^1 


Devious into an alien hand^ reverts 


l?5 


^H 


To the old line ; the heir of Constantine, 




^1 


Constans, the elder than this noble pair. 




^B 


Stands foremost on succession's golden roll. 




^B 


Nor know not I his gentle soul more apt. 




^1 


To listen the soft flowuig vesper hymn. 


ISO 


^M 


Than danger^s spirit-stirring trump, yet deem. 




^H 


Thus once forewarned, *tis dangerous to divert 




^^H 


The stream of royal blood, that broken^ pours 




^B 


Waters of bitterness and civil strife 




^ 


O'er th' harassed landj and therefore thus hail I 


185 




Constans the King of Britain. Speak 1 right P 






I pause, and wait, oh Chiefs, your high award," 






He ceased, nor time for voice or swift acdaim, 






Scowling a sullen laugh of scorn, leaped forth 






TTie mountain King, the Sovereign of the lakes 


190 
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And dales this tide the Caledonian bound ; 

He only, when the Kings sate awe-struck, stood 

Elate with mocking pity in his frown ; 

A mighty savage, he of God and man 

Alike contemptuous ; nought of Christian lore 195 

Knew he, yet sooflTd unknown, ^twas peaceful, meek, 

Thence worthless knowledge. Him ddigfated more 

HdveUyn'^s cloud-wrapt brow to dimb, and share 

The eaglets stormy solitude; ^mid wredc 

Of whirlwinds and dire lightnings huge he stood, 200 

Where his own Gods he deemed on vdleying clouds 

Abroad were riding and black hurricane. 

Them in their misty pride assail'd he oft 

With impious threat, and laughM when th^ echoing glens 

His wild defiance cast unanswered back. 205 

Now with curPd Up of scorn, and Inx>w uplifl. 

Lordly command, not counsel, fierce he spake. 

— <*Shame, coward shame ! as though the fowb of heaVeti, 

When in dusk majesty and pride of wing 

Sails forth the monarch eagle, down should stoop £10 

In homage to the daw. Oh craven souls. 

When Snowdon or high Skiddaw*s brow is bare. 
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To plant the stately standajfd of retdi 




^M 




Upon a molehill. Comtans t that to him 




^H 




Caswallon should bow down ; aioit our €Town 


215 


^B 




Upon the giddy banner staff, that rocks 




^1 




On Troynovanfs tall citadel, iiphajig, 




^1 




And who the di^zy glory will rend down, 




„^H 




Or Constans or Caswallon ? The bright throne 




"^H 




Environ with grim ranks of steel-girt men : 


220 


^B 


' 


Huge Saxons black with grisly scars of war, 
Who first will hew to that triumphal seat 




m 




His ruinous path? Hear, sceptred Britons, hear. 


^H 




A counsel worthy the deep thoughts of kings: 




^V 




Of valorous achievement and bold deeds 


23S 


^J 


* 


Be guerdon to the mightiest of our Isle, 
The Sovereignty of Britain ; spurn my voice, 
And I renounce your counsels, cast you off. 
And with ray hardy vassals of the north 




^^1 




I join the Saxon,""-— Then fierce sounds again 


230 






Broke out, wan flames of brandish'd armour flaish'd* 


■ 




In rude disorder and infuriate haste 




■ 




Sprang every warrior from his se^, &s clouds 




■ 


* 


Amid the sultry heaven, thunderous and vast. 




^ 
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Gather thor blackening disarray to burst 335 

Upon some mountain turret, so the Chiefs 
Banded their fierce confusbn to rush on, 
And whehn in his insulting pride the foe. 

He stood as one in joy, and lowered a smile. 
With wolf-skin robe flung back, broad shield outstretched, 
And battle axe uplift : vaunting and huge 241 

As fabled giant on embattled Heaven 
Glaiing not less than utter overthrow. 
And total wreck ; forthwith a youth rush'd out, 
His moony buckler high upheld to bar 245 

The onset, and with voice, which youthful awe 
Tempered to tone less resolute, address'd 
The haughty Chieflain. ** Father, deem not thou, 
Malwyn confederate in thy lawless thought. 
Mine is a firiton^s soul, a Briton's sword, 250 

But mortal man that seeks thy life, must pass 
O'^er Malwyn's corpse.^' Back Chief and King reooil'd, 
In breathless admiration. Nobler pride, 
And human joy almost to sofhiess smooth*d 
Caswallon'^s rugged brow. ^* Well hast thou said, 255 
Son of Caswallon, worthy of thy nre ! 
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On thine own track mount thou to fame, nor swene ^^H 




For man, or more than man.'' — Awhile the Kings 


^H 




Brief parley held, then stately and severe 


^H 




RoBe Emrys, and pronounced their stom arrest. 


^^M 




** CaswaUon of the Mountains, long our iile 


^H 




Hath mark'd thy wavering mood, now friend noW foe; ^^H 




Now in the Caledonian inroad prompt 


'^H 




To bear thy share in rapine, foremost now 


^1 




In our high oouBciJa. This we further say, 


265 ^H 




We acorn thy war, Ca^iwallon, hate thy peace, 


^1 


- 


And deem it of our mercy that, unscath'^d. 
We ban thee from our presence,"^ Nor reply 
Caswallon deignM; calm strode he as in scorn 


1 




Of wrath 'gainst foes so lowly. Far was heard 


^^M 




His tread along the rocky i>ath, the crash 


^H 




Of branches rent by his unstooping helm. 


^H 




They in blank wonder sate, nor wholly quellM 


^H 




Wrath and insidted majesty, with l*x>k 


^H 




As he were still in presence fix'd^ and stem. 


^1 




Then spake Prince Einry% ** Not of trivial toil 


^1 




To shape the rude trunk of our enterprize 


^1 




To smooth perfection ; deeply must we found, 
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And strongly build the fabric of our hopes. 

And each must hold his charge. Be, Samor, thine 280 

To bear our brother Constans Britain's crown, 

In name of our assembled Kings. Be mine 

From the Armoric shore. King Hoel's realm, 

(Our father's brother, Hoel) to embark 

The succours of his high-fam'd Chivalry. 285 

Thou, Uther, to the West ; each other King 

Unto his own, at signal of revolt 

To lead his armed Vassallage abroad.*^ 

So saying, each departed ; fell again 
The ancient silence on the solemn place. • 290 

Together from the forest pass'd the friends, 
Samor and Elidure ; below their way 
Went wandering on through flowery meads, or sank 
Beneath green arches dim of beechen shade. 
Around the golden hills in summer wealth 295 

Bask'd in the sunshine ; on a river bank 
Long gleaming down its woodland course, repos'd 
Many a white hamlet : even fierce shrines of war 
Wore aspect mild of peace ; towers dark of yore 
And rugged in the Roman war array, 300 
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Witti wanton iv^' and gray moss overgrown* 
Thor green cro^Tis inelled m the azure heavens* 

" Oh grief! oVr yon fair meads and smiling lawns 
Must steeds of carnage batten^ men of blood 
Their fell rai^nifi€ence of murtherous pomp W^ 

Pavilion in yon placid groves of peace* 
The blood-thirst savages of wood and air, 
In meet abodes of wilderness and woe, 
Shroud their abhorred revels ; the gaunt wolf 
Prowls gloomy o'er the wintry blasted heath ; 310 

Brood desolate on some bare mountain peak 
Raven and screaming vulttuie, Man^ fell man, 
Envious of bliss he scorns, *mid haunts of peace, 
Spots fair and bliss^, the rare stars of earthy 
Plays ever his foul game of spml and deatli, 315 

Ruthless, then vaunts himself Creation's pride, 
Supreme o'er all alone in deeds of blood.'" 

Thus Elidure; him Samor, from deep trance 
Wakening, atldrest : ** Soft man of peace, my prayer 
Would ask of heaven no theatre of strife S20 

Save yon fair plain, there forth the weak would start 
In the tumultuous valour of despair^ 
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The timorous proudly tower in scorn of death : 

There, where each tree, each delL each grassy knoU, 

Lovely from memcnry of some past delight, 325 

Is kindred to the soul; his house of prayar, 

The altar of his bridal vow, the font 

Of his sweet infants baptism, kindred all, 

Holiest and last, his fathers peaceful graves : 

Oh, were all Britain, like yon beauteous plain, 330 

Blissful and free, that angels there might walk 

Forgetful of their heavenly bowers of light. 

Friend of my boyhood, these all-conquering foes. 

Who fetter the free winds, and ride the sea 

Kinglike, their menacing prows would turn aloof, 335 

And bitterly, in baffled lust of prey. 

Curse the proud hap^nness that mocked their might**" 

Lo, ere he paused, gay files of dazzling light 
Slow o^er the plain advancing, indistinct 
From their fuU brightness, gradual the long blaze 340 
Broke into form, and lance and bow and helm. 
Standard and streamer, chariot and fair steed, 
Start from the mingled splendour. On their height 
Unseen, the Chiefliuns watched the winding pomp. 
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And aU before the azure- vested Bards $45 

Ffom glancing instruments shook bridal glee. 

Then came the gorgeous chariotsj rough with gold. 

And steeds their proud heads nodding with rich weight 

Of frontlet wreathed with flowers and shadowy plumes; 

Therein sate ladies robed in costly state, 350 

Each like a Queen; the noble charioteers, 

Briton in garb, with purple mantle loose, 

O'er steel, in network bright, or scale oVr scale^ 

Glittering, and avcntayle barr"'d close and firm. 

As yet the gaudy traitors shamed to meet 355 

The cold keen glance of countryman betray'd. 

Dark in their iron arms, some wildly girt 

With Caledonian spoils, their yellow hair 

Down from the casque in broad luxuriant flow 

Spreading, and lofty banner wide displayed, S60 

Whereon a milk-white tx>urser reinless shone, 

Paced forth the Saxon warriors* High o'er all, 

Tempestuous Horsa, chafing his hot steed. 

And Hengist with his wreath of amber beads,* 

* He U su decorated by the Wdili Fo«to. Seo Tnujsl. of Ihe Bnit of 
lyMQ, by Pelet Ewberti. 
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His hoary strength, in spite of age or toil, 365 

A tower of might : with that tall grove of spears. 

Circled, and rampire close of serried shields. 

The bridegroom Monarch rode, his bright attire 

Peaceful, as fitting nuptial pomp, his robe 

Rich-floating strewed the earth with purple shade, 370 

And on his lofty brow a regal crown. 

Bright as a wreath of sunbeams ; high his arm 

The ivory sceptre bore of kingly sway : 

Yet who his mien and bearing watched had seen 

Dim gleam of jealous steel, or lurking mail 3/5 

Beneath those glorious trappings, for his gaze, 

Now jocund, changM anon to wandering stare. 

Fearful and wild, as the still air were rife 

With vengeful javelins showering death, his pace 

Hurried, yet tardy, as of one who rides 380 

0*er land still tottering with an earthquake shocks 

And him beside, on snowy palfrey, deckM 
With silver bells its pendant mane profuse. 
Of silver and of stainless crmelin 

The bright caparisons, and all her robes 385 

White as of woven lily cups, the Bride 
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Majestic rode as an a moving throne. 

Her sunbrigbt hair she wav'd, aiid smird around^ 

As though, of less than kingly Paramour 

Scornful, she said, Lo, Britain, through joitr land 390 

I lead the enthralled Sovereign of jour ide. 

Yet so surpassing fair, brief instant wishM 

Those wrathful Briton Chiefs their leafy screen 

A thin transparent cloud : of his high charge 

Brief while forgetful, Samor stood entranced, 395 

Fearing her form should fleet too swift away* 

Came it from earth or air, yon savage shape. 
His garb, if garb it be, of shaggy hair 
Close folding o^er hm dusky limbs, his locks 
And waving matted beard like cypress boughs 400 

On bleak heatb swaying to the midnight storm? 
Came he from yon deep wood ? On the light spray 
No leaf is stirring. On the winged winds 
Rode he ? No breeze awakes the nwjntide air. 
'Mid that ann'd throng, dismaying* undismayed, 405 
With a strange eye dilated, as unused 
To common sights of earth, and voice that seemed 
Rarely to hold discourse with human ear^j 
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** Joy,'' and again, and thrice he uttered " Joy.'' 

Cower'd Horsa on his palsied atced; aghast, 410 

As toiling to despise the thing he fear'd, 

Sate Hengist *^ Joy to Brid^^ropm and to Br^de ! 

Why should not man rejoice, and earth be glad? 

Beyond the sphere of man, the round of earth, 

There's loud rejoidng, 'tis not in the heavens! 415 

And many ministrant Angels shake their wings 

In gladness, wings that are not plum'd with light 

The dead are jocund, not the dead in bliss. \ 

Your couch is blest—by all whose blessings blast. 

All things unlovely gratulate your love. 420 

I see the nuptial pomp, the nuptial song 

I hear, and full the pomp, for Hate, and Fear, 

And excellent Dishonour, and bright Shame, 

And rose-cheek'd Grief, and jovial Discontent, 

And that majestic herald, Infamy, 425 

And that high noble. Servitude, are there, 

A blithesome troop, a gay and festive crew. 

And the Land's curses are the bridal hymn; 

Sweetly and shrilly doth th' accordant Isle 

Imprecate the g^ Hymenean song. i:^() 
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So joy again, I say^ to Britain's Kbg, 

That taketh to his bosom Britain'^s fate, 

Her beauliful destruction to his bed. 

And joy to Britain^s Queen, who beara her Lord 

So bright a dow^'ry and profuse, long years 4^5 

Of war and havocj and fair streams of bloody 

And plenteous ruin 5 loss of crown and fame. 

And full perdition of the immortal soul ; 

So thrice again I utter * joy/ * joy/ * joy!' ^' 

Then upprung spear to strike, and bickerM bow ; 44t) 
Ere spear coidd strike^ or shaft could fly, the path 
Was bare and vacant ; shape nor sound remained ; 
Only the Yoice of Vortigem moaned out, 
" Merlin;*— and on tlie long procession past. 

Down in a quiet dale^ where beechen groves 445 

With interchanging gold and glossy green 
0*ennantJed the smooth slopeej that feU aroimd 
Like a fair amphitheatre, beneath 
A brook %vent wandering Uirough fresh meadow banks, 
With a cool summer dashing, here the Chiefs 450 

The royal Hermit met, his gentle brow 
Smooth as a slumbering Angers plumes (effaced 
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All traces of this rude and wearing earth, 

All brands of fiery passions, wild desires) 

Wore that calm holiness the sainted dead 455 

Smile on the visions of their lov*d on earth : 

His life was like a sleep, with heavenly sights, 

And harmonies, as of angelic sounds 

Visited ever, nor his barren heart 

Touch'^d not the light affections, trembled not 460 

His spirit with loves fervent swell, but all 

Most wont to bear man^s soul to earth, round him 

As the thin morning clouds around the lark, 

Gathered, to float him upward to the heavens. 

They at his feet down laid the kingly crown, 465 
Fulfill'*d their lofty mission. He, the while. 
With that mild sadness he had watch'^d the leaves 
Drip from the sere autumnal bough, surveyed 
Its stately glittering. *^ Men of earth, why mock, 
With gaudy pageantry, and titled pomp, 4/0 

The frail and transient pilgrims of this world. 
The fading flag-flower on yon streamlet brink, 
Were garland meeter for our mortal brows 
Than yon rich blaze of gems.'' ** Prince,'* Samor spake 
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s' Sweet is it clown the fiilent vale of life 47 S 

To glide awa>^, of all but Heaven forgot. 

Forgetting all but Hea%^en. Of kiog-lKJrii men, 

Lords of mankiDc)^ high delegates of Heaven, 

Loftier the doom, their rare prerogative 

The luxury of conferring bliss< Oh, Frinee, 480 

Not by the stream to slumber, not to waste 

Idly in joyous dreams the drowsy hoiu^ 

Hath Heaven thy kingly heritage ordain'd : 

Set badge of Empery on thy brow; of God 

The noblest service is to serve mankind, 485 

To mvi^ a nation all a mortal's power, 

To imitate the Saviour of the world,"' 

Calm answered Constans, *^ Earth's exalted fame, 
Grandeurs and glories gleam upon my soid 
Like wintery sun-light on a plain of snow. 4!/0 

With prayers, a Hermit's arms^ I aid your cause, 
Farewell, Wliy pause ye, as to question more 
The wisdom of my choice — lo, yon fair orb; 
How s]K>tless the fine azure where he holds 
His secret palace, knows not his pure light 495 

A stain of dimness, till th' abode of men 
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Pours o'er it its infectious mists."" " Oh, Prince, 

^Tis not the glory of that peerless light, 

The barren glittering, the unfruitful waste 

Of splendour on the still inanimate skies, 500 

It is the life, the motion, and the joy 

It breathes along this world of man, the broad 

Munificence of blessing that awakes, 

And in its rapturous gratitude springs up, 

To glorify its bounteous source of pride." 605 

" I see thy brow at thine own words on fire ; 
Mine, Samor, yet is calm and cold."" ^^ Dost thou, 
Constans, all title, claim, and right renounce 
To Britain's throne ?^* " Even free as I renounce 
The everlasting enemy of man." 510 

" Will thy voice mingle with the general cry, 
* Long live King Emrys?' "— " Long niay Emrys live, 
Even the eternal life beyond the grave." 

*^ Yet one word more ; 'tis perilous in the storm 
For the tall pine, nor less, in evil days, 515 

For the high bom and exaltied of the state. 
The Saxon blood-hounds are abroad for prey. 
Seek thou some quiet solitude remote 
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Beyond their prowling range *^ — His arm to Heaven 
Slowly uplifted, " Will they reach me there?'' 520 

Spake the meek Hermit, " there is rest secure*"^ 

They parted ; gentle Elidure done, 
Lingering with somewhat of an envious gaze, 
View'd the deep quiet of that placid delL 

That night were seen along the dusky wood, 525 

Of more tlian human stature moving forms. 
Pale faces circled with black iron helms. 
Not of the Briton shape their garb or arms ; 
Stealthy their pace and slow; tlie peasants thought 
Demons of e^nl that sad night had power, 530 

And pray'd Heaven's grace to guard the saintly man. 

At mom roved forth the peasant, down the dale 
His dog went bounding to the Hermit^s oeU, 
For all mute creatures loved the man of God- 
A quick and desolate moaning neai^r calfd 535 

The peasant; in officious grief the dog 
Stood licking the cold hand that drooping hun^ 
Lifeless ; the mild composure of hiK brow 
On the cross rested ; praying he bad died, 
And his cold features yet were smiUng prayer* 54U 
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Orient the bright-hair 'd Charioteer of heaven 

Poured daylight from his opal wheels, and struck 

From the blue pavement of the sky clear flakes 

Of azure light upon the Eastern sea. 

And as the gray mists slowly curPd away, 5 

Rose the white cUfFs of Kent, like palace fair, 

Or fane of snowy marble, to enshrine 

Blue Amphitrite, or the Sea^Gods old 

Of Pagan mariner. Rode tall below 

The Saxon navy, as from midnight deep 10 

Wakening ; the gray sails in the breeze of mom 

^Gkm tremble, gleaming oars flash in the spray. 

The Sea Kings on the beach in parley stem 

Were met, nor less than nation's doom and fate 
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Of kingdoms in their voice. Lo, in the midst 15 

Stood huge CaswalloD, word of mild ^ute 
Deign'dnot, but thus addrest the Ocean Lord, 
** Saxon! that o'er tiiis fair and priJir-ely ide 
Thou would^st win empire by the sword of war, 
I marvel not, ormigti not — 'tis a dream, 20 

Noble as o'er the heavens to walk abroad^ 
Companion of jon bright majestic sun. 
Now by my glory, Saxon, mortal peer 
Never Ca.^walIon bruok'd, save ihee alone, 
Thee^ rival in lila race of piide and power, 25 

Arm'd wiih myself and all ih' embattletl North, 
Not Roman Britons, sons of sires who da^^hM 
The purple Conquerors' haughty wall to earth. 
And trampled their strewn ramparts; who ne'er deign'd 
Barter for gaudy robe and marble pile, 30 

Fierce naked freedom, and wild moutitain cave, 
Will I, and thou vrith Saxon spears begirt. 
Bow this fair Britain to our lordly sway. 
Then will we two, from pale perplexed earth 
Seen, like twin meteors battling in high heaven* 35 

On some lone eminence wage glorious strife* 
Sole empire meed of conquest* of defeat 
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Utter aimihilatioii, dark and fiiU 

Solace, and lofty comfort.'* Bold he pausM, 

Nor Hengist with pale sign of awe or dread 40 

Shamed the proud peerage, but with hardy speech 

Guileful, won faith by seeming scorn of guile. 

*^ Briton, to dare high deeds, and to disown, 
Argues a wavering valour ; the firm soul 
Vaunts resolute its lofty dangerous scope. 45 

To us our Gods o'ler ocean and its shores 
Kingly domii^Ki and wide sway have ^ven ; 
Were insult to our might and base reproach. 
The freedom of one sea-girt isle, to thee 
Honouring, not fearing, 'mid our prime we grant 50 
Transcendant state, and eminence of power. 
Now speed we of th' immortal Powers in Heaven, 
Our high omnisdent Fathers, to demand 
If on the eternal shield of fate be graven 
Ruin or Conquest, ere to \xAd emprize 55 

We gird our brazen arms.*" — " Of mighty men 
The Grods are mighty, whom the Saxon fears, 
The paramount of men, 'twere rash to scorn. 
No calm and sunshine deities of peace.'* — 

So spake Caswalloo, the mild fiuth of Christ 60 
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Scoffing with eovert mockery ; thus th' All Wbe 
The ixnaginalioiis of the proud on earth 
Silent endures, till some brief poini. of Ume 
Crumbles the high-bnilt insolence of years. 

** Wilt thou behold our GoHs ?^ fierce Horsa cried* G5 
" Then mount the bark, abroad her wings are spread, 
And fleet along the obedient deep she speeds. 
Fear not, proud Briton^ — *^ Fear !^ Caswallon cried ; 
All iron as he stood, o'er surf, surge, wave 
He bounded, hollow rang his heavy arms, 7^ 

The bfiu^k her tall side to the troubled waves 
Stoop'd groaning, nor delay^'d the Ocean King. 

** Brother^ farewell ! not singly the bold wolf 
Scatters the mountain herd ; in grim repose 
He rests expectant of his kindred troop, 7b 

Numberless from their shaggy dens they sweep, 
And spacious o^er the antler^ monarch's I'ealnfi 
Spreads the wide ravage of their muster'd might*'' 

Stern Horsa bow'd assent, yet paus'd to watch 
The proud bark tilting o'er the azure plain, 80 

Stately she rode her path of light, her sails 
In dalliance witii the courteous winds : bold Man !' 
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Well may thy full heart bound : in earth andair 

The thunder-maned stecdj the eagle thron'^d 

In the pavilion of his plumes, stand forth 85 

Creation^s glories ; but the noblest shape 

That walks the deep thy workmanihip sublime 

Owneth, and starts from thee to life. Vaunt thou. 

Yet humbly vaunt, all greatness is from God. 

What dolphin glancing in his silver sport, 90 

More graceful with translucent pinicm parts 
The liquid azure ? what Leviathan, 
Huge heaving on the thick Norwegian foam. 
More lordly than the whit&-wing*d bark, that wafts 
The Sea Song o'er his empire? the fair waves 95 

Rase in their gamesome turbulence, and pay 
Wild homage to that royal Mariner. 

The motion and the murmur of the deep, 
The rushing of the silent, solemn sky. 
Each in its deep abyss and pure expanse, 100 

Seeming its secret mysteries of might. 
Its ruling soul of everlasting change. 
To veil from mortal knowWdge, ever pour 
0*er savage ev'n and rude tumultuous awe, 
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And exultation df a pleasirtg dreads 105 

From diizy notiotiii of itilmity. 

Vague sense of ever-duriiig sights and soandaf 

Inactive though tht; body^ the free spirit, 

Vagrant along the iH imitate void, 

Perili^ uncouth and rich unceiiaintit^s 1 10 

Raiigeij in restless muntlj plucks treasures rare, 

That gem the cavern* of the hoary deep, 

Or bathes with sea-maids in th^r cry&taJ bowers, 

Or with gay creatures and fantastkat 

Peoples some dreamy land ; such joys of old II S 

Lured the fierce Saxon from his darksome woods, 
To launch along tlie vait and barren sea. 
Such joys through this long yoyuge^ wean'd brief while 
From thoughts of irar and war* won empire wide, 
Haughty Caswatlon^ or trom him assumed IM 

Fierce aspect, and a battailous character. 

'Twas midnight, but a rich unnatural dawn 
Sheets the fir'd Arctic heaven; fortli springs anarchy 
O'erspanning with a crystal pathway pure 
The starry sky, as thotigh for Gods to march, 125 

With sliow of heavenly warfare daunting earthy 
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To that wild revel of the northern clouds ; 

That now with broad and bannery light distinct. 

Stream in thdr restless wavings to ajid froj 

While the sea billows gleam them meUower back ; 130 

Anon like slender lances bright upstart^ 

And clash and cross with hurtle and with flashy 

Tilting their airy tournament,"" — " Brave signs," 

Cried Hengist ; ** lo, our Gods their standards rearj 

And with glad omen of immortal strife IS5 

Salute our hjgh-wing*d purpose.'' — " Yea (retura'd 

Csiwallon) from mine own HtJvellyn*s brow, 

Never a lirighter conflict in the skies 

Taught me that war was dear in Heaven : dream ye 

Of tamer faith in gentle Southern skies \40 

Your smooth and bafiking deities, our North 

Wooes not with tender hues and 6unny smiles 

Soil wors^hip^ but emblazons all the air 

With semblance of celestial strife, unveils 

To us of their empyreal halls the pomp, HS 

The secret majesty of godlike war " 

Oh Lord of Lords I incessant thus aMail'd 
That Pagan with his frantic railings Thee, 
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Th' IneSkble, yet worihipp'd of thy power 

A faint and pale cffoclj reflection dim 150 

From thy soul-blinchng glories. On they saird, 

Till o%r the dark deep now the wintry winds 

Swept on their murky pinicnii, huge and high 

The liquid legions of the main arose; 

Like snow upon the sable pines, the foam 155 

Hung hoary on their towered fronts j but slow, 

Like a triumphant warriorj their bold bark 

Wore onwardj now up>n the loftiest height 

Shaking its streamers gay defiancCj now 

Witli brave devotion to the prone abyss J 60 

Down rushing, but the steniest Saxon cheek 

Put not to shame that dauntless Land«sman ; he 

In the strong passion of a new delight 

On the fierce tumult feasts, and almost grieves, 

When now beneath the haven rocks embayed, 165 

The angry waves seem wearying to repose, 

And the slack sails slow droop their flagging folds. 

Their port was southward of that Strait, where bursts 
The Baltic, ^-ith her massy waves of ice 
Encumbering far and wide the Northern main. 1^0 




54 SAMOft^ LORD OF 

South, Nortb, and East, tha rapid heralds ^peed« 
Summoning from fen or fewest, moor or wild, 
Britain ! on thee to baaquet, all who bathe 
In Weser, Elbe, or Bhine, thor sa£Froo lodes, 
Hertog and Erie and King ; the huntsman bold 1^5 
Of bear, or bison, o*er the quaking moss. 
Or grim Vikinger, who but sues his Gods 
For tempests, so upon aome wealthy coast 
Bursts unforeseen his midnight frigate fieive. 
And freights its greedy hold with amplest spoil. 180 

And now have Hengist and Caswalloii climb*d 
The chariot of the Oracle ; no wheels 
Bear that strange car ; like vrind along the sea, 
It glides along the rajud rein deer^s track. 
Beauteous those gentle rein deer arch'd their neoks, 185 
And cast their palmy antlers back, and spread 
Their broad red noatrik to the wind ; they hear 
Old Hengist's voice, like arrows down the wind. 
Like shot-stars ihroiugb the welkin start they fiortb. 
The car sUdefll light, the deer bound fleet : they pass 190 
Dark leagues of pine and fir, the filmy lig^t, 
SUhrering with evmry motion of the wind 
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On Uieir brown path lies tremulcms^ o'er them saQs, 

Heard through the dismal fbhage hissing shrill. 

And hoarser ^rroaning of the swaying boughs, 195 

The funeral deseant of the ominous birds* 

Around them the prophetic milk white steeds,* 

Their necks yet virgin erf the taming curb, 

With aU their loose long glories, arch, and pass 

In solemn silence, and regardless paw 200 

The unechoing earth. But that old German, set 

Inflexible with iKilder hwid to draw 

The veil of dusk futurity, disdains 

These tamer omens. Still the car slides lights 

The deer bound fleet, they pause not, save to quaft' 20S 

The narrow cruisOt to share their scanty store. 

Like swallows o'er the glassy rivers smooth, 

O^er the pellucid lake, with glittering breast 

Yet wrinkled with its rippling waves, they skim, 

The dead unstirring ocean bears theni on, 2id 

Amid the immortal ice-hills wind they now. 



* Proprium genth, equomm quoipc prae^gia ac mDiutui cxperin : pjib- 
tice «lttattiT ikdenn neiuoribtif ^c luoli, Caudidij et nulfo tnortttli optre coa- 
tacti, quoii presiio^ sacro curni iiiccrdo$ nc t^i vej priitcepB cjritfttu comU 
tantitr. hiiuutuiqae «c rrenutits obsertMit, T<c. Gtrsn, 
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In restless change, Grod^s softer sununer works 
Glitter and fade, are bom and die, but these, 
Endiadem'd by undissolving snows, 
High Potentates of winter's drear domain, 215 

Accumulate their everlasting bulk. 
Eternal and imperishable, stand 
Amid Creaticm s swift inconstant round. 
In majesty of alence undisturbM, 
Save when from th^ long-^oienacing brows they shake 
The ruining Avalanche ; unvisited 221 

By motion, but of siuling douds, when sleets 
From their unwasting granary barb their darts, 
And the giim North-wind loads his rimy wings. 
Nor trace of man, save many a fathom deep, 225 

Haply dark signs of some tall people strange, 
That walk'^d the infant earth, may shroud profound 
Their legends inaccessible. They soar 
In headlong precipice, or pyramid 
Linking the earth and heaven, to which the piles 230 
Where those Egyptian despots rot sublime. 
Or even that frantic Babylonian tower, 
Were frivolous domes for laughter and for scom^ 
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Nor wants soft interchange of vale, where sujiles 
White mimicry of foliage and thin flower. 2S5 

Feathery and faidike spreads the leafy ice, 
Witli dropping cup, and roving tendril loose, 
Ai though the glassy dews o'er flower and herb 
Their silken moisture had congealed, and yet 
Within that slender veil their knots profuse 240 

Blosaom'd and blush'd with tender life, the couch 
Less various where the fabled Zephyr fans 
With his mild wings his Florals bloomy locks; 
But colourless and cold, these flowering vales 
Seem nieeter for decrepit Winter''s head 245 

To lie in numb repose. The car slides light, 
The deer hound fleet, the long gray wildemesa 
Hath something of a roseate glimmering dim. 
And widens stiU its pale exfianse : when lo^ 
A light of azure, wavering to display 250- 

No Slights^ no shapes of darkness and of fear. 
Tremblingly flashed the inajnstant meteor light, 
Shemng thin forms, like virgins of this earth. 
Save tliat all sign^ of human joy or grie^ 
The flush of passion, smile or tear had seem'd 255 
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On the fix^d brightnefls of each dazzlmg dieek, 

Strange and unnatural : statues not unlike 

By nature, in fantastic mood congealed 

From purest snow, the fair of earth to shame, 

Surpassing beauteous : breath of mortal life 260 

Heaved not their bosoms, and no rosy Mood 

Tinged their full veins, yet mov^d they, and their steps 

Were harmony. But three of that bright troop. 

The loveliest and the wildest, stood aloof, 

Enwrapt by what in human form were like ^5 

Impulse divine, of their fine nature seemed 

The eternal instinct Them no less surveyed 

Caswallon with the knitted brow of scorn, 

Bitter he spake — " No marvel Saxon souls 

Revel in war^s delights, so stem, so fierce 270 

Their deities.'' Severe with wrath supprest. 

As one ill-brooking that irreverent mirth 

Scoff'd the wild lore, himself ne'er dar'd to doubt, 

Answered the Son of Woden. << These, proud Chief, 

So snowy, soft, and airy gentle, these 275 

Are ministers of destiny and death. 

The viewless Riders of the battle field : 



THE BRIGHT CITY. 



59 



When sounds the rushing of their sable steeds, 

Down sink the summoned mighty, and expand 

Valhalla's cloudy portals ; to their thrones 260 

They the triumphant str^igers leid, and pour 

Lavish the eternal beverage of the Gods. 

Mark tliou yon bright-hair'd three P and would thy soul 

Gra^p the famed dc^s of ancient time, or know 

The master spirits of our present world. 285 

Lo Gudur, ihe whose deep mysterious aoul 

Treii&ureth the past, and Rosta^ who beholds 

All acts and agents of this living earth ; 

She too is there before whose spacious sight 

The years that have not been start up and live, 290 

Who reads within the soul of man unborn 

The uri imagined purpose, of the sage 

Skulda the sagest. Ask and thou shdt know.*' 

— ** I am not King of Britain^ have not been^ 

Hateful the present and the past, my soul WS 

'Ihil'stetli for what shall be." — Then Hengist spake 

In tone of mixM authority and prayer, 

" Queen of the Future, Valkyr, bear and speak, 

Speak to the Son of Woden.''-- All the troop 
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Instant the thin brit^ht mr absorb'd^ alone 300 

Stood Skiilda with her white hair wa\4ng wide. 
Am trembling on the verge of pdpable b^ng^ 
Ready to languish too in light away, 

^* O'er Britain's isle doth Woden to his Bons 
Give empire?** She^ but in no human tone, 305 

E*er from the souri« emotion harsh or soft. 
One glittering rich unvarying tone replied, 
** 1 o thine, but not to thee."^^ — And, " I am thine," 
Caswallon shouted loud, and sternly ahook 
His visionary sceptre. ** Whence the foe 3IQ 

Fatal to Hengist, and to Hengis^s sway ?^ 
** Not from the Mountain, Saxon, from the Vale.** 
Heard, heeded not the Mountain Chief that strain 
Dire and ilUboding, or if heard, disdained 314 

Adverse what prosperous seem'd a voice from Heaven, 

" By what rich rite,^ he cried, " may Briton Chief 
Win iavour from high Woden ?"" — ** Not the blood 
Of stei^d or stag; a flower of earth must fada 
Blest o^er all virgins of the earth, the chaste^ 
The beautifuf, by Heaven ordain'd to lead 320 

The souls of valiant men to the pale hail 
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Of the Immortal ; air her path, and He&veQ 

Her dwelling, with the fair and brave of earth 

Her sole communion ?'^ — ^* By my future thronej 

Proud office for the daughter of a King t 325 

A royal damsel, mine own bloody shall join 

Your cloudy mysteries^ — A hue like joy 

0\'erspread all her face and form, while slow 

Into the air ahe brightenyj indistinct 

Even now, and now invisible. Sad seem''d 330 

In gloomy converse with his own dark mind 

Old Hengistj nor despaired that bold of soul. 

In pride of human wisdom to revoke 

The irrevocable, what himself deemM fate. 

By force or fraud f o'ermaster or elude. 235 

O gloriouB eminence of virtuous fame, 
Glorious from peril? Warrior of the Vales, 
Fate-signal'd Samor, vaunt not thou the love 
Of a bliud people, or weak prince : thy boast 
The sworn unerring hate of Britain^s foe. 340 

So passed they forth^ one in wild joy elate, 
Already in his high disdainful thought 
Wielding supremacy ; each of fix'd fate 
Naught heeding, but what fed his fierce deiires^ 
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The car slides Hght, the d^r bound fleet, nor sun 345 
Nor star in all the hazy hea.vetid. Snow^ snow, 
Above^ around, beneath. UnbUnded yet. 
Drive on the kingly cliarloteers, and ^hake 
The showery plumage from their lock^ ; ^t fades 
The long pal^ plaiiij the giant ice-hills rank* 350 

Lakesi, rivers, seas are patient of their speed, 
Huge, dim, and dask the forest pine,-^ rush back. 
Now pant the brown deer by tliat ocean bay* 

How desolate are now thy unplough'd waves, 
Dark Baltic? wandering Elbe, thy icy breast 355 

How silent of thy himters. Sleep thou caltn 
Amid tliy wanton vineyard^ Gaul ! no more 
The blue-eyed Plunderers, bridging thy broad Rhine, 
Waste tliy inebriate harvests clustering pride. 
Sing songs of joy* soft Italy ! o'er thee 360 

But Alaric and Attila drive on 
Tlieir chariot wh(?els of conquest, this their peer 
In majesty of havoc, in renown 
Of de%'aAtat]oQ, this, the fiercer third 
Of human Furies, scap'st thou, therefore sing, 3^ 

Soft Italy ; for lo, ai Hrngist s call, 
Vast Genuoaiy dij^peopks her wide realnii 
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Desertjs to silence and the beasts of game 

Her long and suundless foists. Seems the North 

The forge of Nations-, in one fleet t' exhaust 370 

Her iron wealth of warriors ; hehned high 

The Suevian with his * towery knotted loc ks, 

Frisian and Scandinavian, Cimbrian rich 

In ancient vauntage of bis aires, who clomb 

The Alpine snows, and shook free Rome with dread. 375 

And others nameless, numberless^ sweep forth 

Their bands ; but three almost in nations came : 

The Jute, the Anglian, and the Saxon, each 

Leaving earth bore for many a lonesome league, 

His wives, his cbildren> ajid his Gods embarks, 380 

On the fierce quest of peril and of power. 

Then forth arose each Chieftaui to salute 
The polestar of their baleful galaxy, 
Prime Architect of ruin : him who sway'd 
Their hot marauding, desultory strife 385 

To cool and steady warfare, of dieir limbs 



* Intigne ^ntii obliqiiaie ciinepii ocidoqae subA^tiiiigoe — !□ aJ^tuiltjaejji 
quandain et leitotem, iditmi bdk, compic, ut boitiuQi ocuHs, Bfnatitwr* 
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The ben- johI fcam-tudi'd vild boar; let dien kap, 400 

A bnrer game if up on Britain** fifaare. 

O Cenfic. giaj m gtarr, ^pomigni power. 

The Dnre no purple vidi thj boriah deeds, 

A dariker, redder dje, o*er aker Thaaaes 

Shall ipread before thy anoent battle aie. 40S 

Hoy OlEa, the rich-ftnring mead hath vom 

Your Jutland cups, beneath the Britidi hdms 

CapacMNU goUelft moodi and fiur avait 
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Ofik's carouiials* Heir oi' Cimbric fame,* 

Fnjthoj how tbese, of late the Roman's sUves, 4 1 

Will the race daunt^ who set our Thor afront 

The Romanes Capitolian Jove. And thou. 

My gold-hair'd brother, are the Britiah maids, 

Or British warriors, Abb% the first 

In the fierce jeamings of thy boyish soul ? 415 

And lo the nughty Anghan ; oh, unfold 

OceftD more wide, more wealthy realms^ too brief. 

Too narrow for Argantyr's fame, the round 

Of this the choice, the Sovereign of thine isles. 

Thereat a sound of clattering shields arose, 420 

As all the rocks around with one harsh rift 
Had rent asunder : ** Fair must be the land, 
And brave tlie conquest, pletiteous the renown, 
Where Hengtst leads strong Woden's sceptred sonsf*' 

But inly laughM CaswalJon, as he long'd 325 

With each or ail to match Iiis Briton strength ; 
On the prophetic Valkyr thought, and glanc^ 
Proud pity on the legends of their praise, > 

Advanced Argantyr, his bold grasp apart, 

* Gn^iflt pftrra mm dritis, icd gloria kgeiu^ Tac. Gtno. 
F 
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As peer his peer, led Hengist. ^^ Thou and I, 430 

Saxon, must have our compact ; dark I know 

Thy paths of strife, while my firank valour loves 

The broad bright sunshine; thou by sloght and art 

Min^st thy slow conquest; I with naked sword 

Afiiont my peril, till its menacing hei^t 435 

Bow to the dust befcMre me; for bc^ war, 

For noonday battling, tender I mine arm. 

But no all^iance own to subtle craft; 

To peace Argantyr doth revolt when thou 

Array^st stem war in the smooth garb of guile.^ 440 

<< The weak, Argantyr, and the friendless, need 

Such politic skill ; I take thee at thy word. 

Who skulks a fox when he dare prowl a wolf? 

Power charters force, where strong Argantyr stands 

Is power.— And now aboard, brave Chiefs, aboard, 445 

Or the soft spring overtakes our tardy keels. 

And with her slothful breezes smooths the skies.^ 

Wonderous that ocean armament; in shoals 
Ride boat and bark, innumerous as the waves 
That show white slender streaks of foam between 4S0 
Their tawny ndes, save here and there towers up 
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Some statdier admiral in lordly height 

O'er the frail comm'tialty, whose limber ribs 

Are the hght wicker, cased with sturdy hides 

Their Ie%el bottoros smooth.* Oh, that frail Man, 455 

Loose-woYen frame of dissoluble stuff, 

Unchartered from the boisterous license rude 

Of pitiless winds and fierce unfetter'd waves* 

To that unshaclded libertinej wild Chance, 

Amenable, unguamntead from hurst 46Q 

And inroad of invading surge, that he, 

With such thin harrier between life and death. 

Should sit and *kim along the ocean waste. 

Careless as maiden in a flowery field; 

Valour or phrenzy is it ? They their toil 4^5 

Ply nimbly, and with gallant oar chastise 

The insurgent biUows, their despotic sails 

Lords o'er the wild democracy of air. 

Less rast, and mann'd with tamer, feibler spirits, 



* Frimum cana nllKp mid«fACla vimine, parr am 
TcxItQr JO pupploi, ciesoque tndata juvenco, 
VkIotia pBtieof tEiaidiiizi tuper emicat amneoi ; 
Sic Venetui itagnaate Fa4Q» fuMtque Biitannut 
NaTi^l oceaiwj* LucAif, 
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In later days, against our Virgin Queen, 470 

The Spaniard's mad Armada; but the flag 

Of Howard, and the Almighty's stormy hand, 

Belied their braggard baptism, so they won 

Brave conquest ! graves in ocean's barren caves. 

Or on the whirlpool-^rded Qrcades. 4/5 

But onward rides that Pagan fleet : young S[»ing 
Hath scarcely tipt the leafless woods with green ; 
Tyne's jetty tide is blanch'd with Grerman oars. 

Now whither with that dark-brow'd priest set forth 
Old Hengist and the Briton Mountain Lord ? 480 

Is it, fell Hen^t, that Caswallon's name 
Paragon thine in British hate, close link'd 
By fellowship in nameless rites accurst. 
Be hence more deeply, execrably thine ? 
Or, from weak credence in such impious Gods, 485 

Urgest thou that fell sacrifice ? Oh, where 
The spotless Vu-gin doom'd (so wild the creed) 
The Valkyr's airy troop to join, and glide 
Immortal through Valhalla's cloudy halls ? 
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BOOK IV. 



Sunk was the sun, and up the eastern heaven, 
Like maiden on a lonely pilgrimage. 
Moved the meek Star of Eve ; the wandering air 
Breathed odours ; wood, and waveless lake, Uke man, 
Slept, weary of the garish babbling day. 5 

Dove of the wilderness, thy snowy wing 
In slumber droops not ; Lilian, thou alone, 
^Mid the deep quiet, wakest. Dost thou rove. 
Idolatress of yon majestic moon. 

That Uke a crystal-throned queen in Heaven, 10 

Seems with her present d&ty to hush 
To beauteous adoration all the earth? 
Might seem the solemn silent mountain tops 
Stand up and worship, the translucent streams 
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Down th' hill sides glittering cherish the pure light 15 

Beneath the shadowy foliage o^er them flung 

At intervals ; the lake, so silver white. 

Glistens, all indistinct the snowy swans 

Bask in the radiance cool : doth Lilian muse 

To that apparent Queen her vesper hymn ? 20 

Nursling of soUtude, her infant couch 
Never did mother watch, within the grave 
She slept unwaking; sccnrnful tumM aloof 
CaswaDon, of those pure instinctive joys 
By fathered felt, when playful infant grace, 2S 

TouchM with a feminine softness, round the heart 
Winds its light maze of undefined delist, 
CcMitemptuous ; he with haughty joy behdd 
His boy, fair Malwyn, him in bossy shield 
Rocked proudly, him upbore to mountain steep, 30 

Fierce and undaunted, for their dangerous nest 
To battle with the eaglets clamorous brood. 

But she the while horn human tenderness 
Estranged, and gentler feelings that light up 
The cheek of youth with rosy joyous smile, 35 

Like a forgotten lute, play'd on alone 
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By chance-caressing airs, amid the wild 

Beauteously pale, and sadly playful grew, 

A lonely child^ by not one human heart 

Beloved, and loving none; nor strange, if learnt 40 

Her native fond afft.'etinns to embrace 

Things senseless and inanimate : she lov'd 

All flowerets that with rich embroidery fair 

Enamel the green earth, the odorous thyme, 

Wild rose, and roving eglantine, nor spar'd 45 

To mourn their fading ibrras with childish tears. 

Gray birch and aspen hght she lov'd, tliat droop 

Fringing the crystal stream ; the sportire breeze 

That wanton'd witli her brown and glossy locks. 

The sunbeam chequering the irc&h bank. Ere dawn 60 

Wandering, and wandering still at dewy eve, 

By Glenderamakin s flower-empurpled marge, 

Derwent's blue lake, or Cretans wildering glen, 

Eare sound to her was human voice, scarce heard, 
Save of her aged nurse, or shepherd maid 55 

Soothing the child with simple tale or song. 
Hence, all she knew of earthly hopes and fears. 
Life's sins and sorrows; better known the voice 
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Beloved of lark from misty morning cloud 

Blithe carolling, and wild melodious notes 60 

Heard mingling in the bummer wood, or plaint^ 

By moonlight, of the lone night-warbling bird. 

Nor they of love unconscious, all around 

Fearless, familiar they their descants sweet 

Tun'd emulous. Her knew all Uving shapes 65 

That tenant wood or rock, dun roe or deer. 

Sunning his dappled side at noontide crouched. 

Courting her fond caress, nor fled her gaze 

The brooding dove, but murmurM sounds of joy. 

One summer noon, the silvery birchen shade 70 

Pendant above from dripping crag her brow 
VeilM from the fiery sunbeam, gems of spray 
Gleam'^d cool around with watery rainbow-li^t, 
From a pure streamlet down its rocky bed 
Dashing sweet music ; she on mossy couch 7^ 

Sate listening the blithe thrush, whose airy notes 
In amorous contention Echo caught 
Responsive. Sudden droop'd its flagging wing 
The timorous bird of song, and fluttering sought 
Soft refuge in the maiden s snowy breast. 80 
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She o^er the nestlbg prisuner folding light 




^1 


Her carel^s vest, stood gazing, where, awhile 




^H 


Dark in the gun-cloud's white, came fiercely down 




^B 


A swooping falcon : at her sight it checks, 




^1 


Its keen eye bright with joy, th^ admiring bird 


85 


^1 


Fearfully beauteous floated in the mt, 


• 


^H 


Its silver wings, and glossy plumage ^y, 




%^^^^H 


GUncM ID the sun light. Up the maiden gaz'd, 




^H 


SmUing a pale and terrified delight. 




^^ 


1 And seem'd for that lovM warbler in her breast 
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^H 


c Beseeching mercy. 'Mid the green woocS sank 




^H 


Th' obetlient bird ; she, joyous at his flight. 




^1 


Her bosom half rereal'd, with gentle hand 




^H 


Caressing smoothed her captive's ruffled plumes. 




^H 


Anon around a frighted thankful look 
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^H 


Glancing, what seem'd a human shape she saw^ 




^H 


Or more than human ; stately on his arm 




■^M 


The falcon sate, and proudly flapped hm wings. 




^^ 


She turned to fly, yet fled not, tumM to gaze^ 




^H 


Yet dared not raise her downcast eye^ she felt 


100 


^H 


Her warm cheek, why she knew not, blush, her hand 


■ 


Unconscious closer drew her bosom'^s fold. 
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With accent mild the Stnmger brief delay 

Entreated; she, albeit his gentle words 

Fell indistinct on ho- ahumed ear, 105 

Listening delayed, and still at fidl of eve 

Deli^^d, e^en then with dim reverted eye. 

Slow lingering on her winding homeward path. 

No more in pomp of war, or vaulting steed, 
Joyeth the Son of Vmtigem, nor feast 110 

With jocund harjnngs, and ridwjewelTd dames. 
Outshining in their pride the starry heavens. 

As fair the qiring-flower's bloom, as graceful droops 
The wild ash spray, as sweet the mountain bee 
Murmurs, melodious breathes the twilight grove, 115. 
Unheard of her, unheeded, who erewhile 
Visited, constant as the morning dew, 
Those plajrmates and sweet sisters of her souL 
In one sole image sees the enamour'd maid 
Concentrated aD quahties of love, 120 

All beauty, grace, and majesty. The step 
Of tall stag prancing stately down the glen. 
The keen bright fierceness of the eaglets glance. 
And airy gentleness of timorous roe, 
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And| more than all, a roice more soothing soft 125 

Than wUd^bird's carol, or the munnuring brook, 
With eloquence endued and melting words 
So wond'rous ; though unheard since eve, the sounds 
Come mingling with her midnight deep, and make 
The damask of her shimbi^ring cheek grow wann. 130 

And she b now beneath the moonlight rock, 
Chiding the rippling waters that efface 
That image on its axure breast distinct. 
Garb, form, and feature, Vortimer^ though mute. 
As prodigal of fondness, his bright face ] 35 

Looks up to her with glance of tenderer love. 
Than wild-dove to its mate at earliest spring* 

Oft hath that moonlight wax''d and wan d, since last 
He partedj all of him that could depart ; 
Save that no distance could remove the words, ] 40 

The look^ the touch, that hvcs within her still. 
The promise of return iwom on her lips. 

And hark it comes, his steed along the glen ; 
She o'er the lucid mirror stooping low, 
'Gins prank her dark-brown tresses, bashful smiles 245 
Of virgin vanit j flit o^er her cheek, 
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Tinging its settled paleness. Now ^tis near. 
But ne'er did Vortimer with iron hoof 
Bruise the green flowery sward that Lilian loves. 
A gentle frown of winning fond reproach 150 

ArchM her dark eyelash, as her head die tum'd. 
Ah ! not on Vortimer. Her father stood 
Before her, stem and dark, his trembling child 
Cheered nor fond word, nor greeting kiss ; his arm 
ClaspM round her, on his steed again he sprung. 155 
And on through moon-light and through shade he 
spiUT*d, 
Gleam'd like a meteor's track his flinty road. 
Like some rude hunter with a snow-white fawn. 
His midnight prey. Anon, the mountain path 
'Gan upward wind, the fiery courser paused 160 

Breathless, and faintly raising her thin form; 
" Oh, whither bear ye me ?" with panting voicc^ 
MurmurM. Caswallon spake unmov'd, ^^ to death.^ 

*^ Death, Father, death is comfortless and cold ? 
Aye me f when maiden dies, the smiling mom, 165 

The wild birds singing on the twinkling spray. 
Wake her no more ; the summer wind breathes soft. 
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Waving the fresh grass o'er her narrow bed, 
Gladdeiung to aU but her. Senseless and €old 
She Ues \ while all she lov'd, unheard, unseen, 1 70 

Mourn round her.^ There broke off her faltering voiee. 
Dinilyj with farewell gknce, ihe rov'd around^ 
Never before so beautiful the lake 
like a new sky, distinct with stars^ the groves^ 
Green banks and shadowy dells, her haunts of blisH, 1 75 
Smil'd, ne^er before so lovely, their last smile ; 
The fountaini^ seein'd to wail, the twilight mists, 
On the wet leaves were weeping all for her. 
Had not her own taars blinded her ; there too 
She surely had beheld a youthfiJ form, jgo 

Wandering the solitary glen. But loud 
The courser neigh'd, down bursting, wood and rock 
Fly backward, die wide plain its weary length 
Vainly outspreails ; and now 'tis midnight deep. 
Ends at a narrow glen their fleet career ; 1 85 

That narrow glen was pal'd with rude black rocks. 
There slowly rolFd a brook its glassy depth ; 
Now in the moon-beams white, now dark in gloom. 
She liv'd, she breathM, she felt, to her denied 
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That sole sad happness the wielched know^ 190 

Ev'n from excess of fediDg, not to feeL 

Behold her gentle, delioate, and frail. 

Where all around, throu^ rifted rock and wood. 

Grim features glare, huge helmed fisnoa obscure 

People the living gloom, with dreary light 195 

Glimmering, as of the moon from iron arms 

Coldly reflected, lovely stands she there. 

Like a blest Aogd ^mid th' aociurst of Hell. 

A voice is heard. — ^< Lo^ mighty Monarch, here 

The stream of sacrifice; to man akme 200 

Fits the proud privil^e of bloody death 

By shaft or mortal steel; to Hela^s realm, 

Unblooded, woundless, must the maid descend ; 

So in the bri^t Valhalla shall she crown 

For Woden and his Peers the cup of bliss. 205 

Her white arms round her father^s rugged nedc 

Winding with desperate fondness, she ^gan poui^ 

As to some dear, familiar, long-lov^d heart. 

Most eloquent her inarticulate prayers. 

Is the dew gleaming on his cheek ? or weeps 2 10 

The savage and the stem, yet still her sire? 
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But some rude arm of one^ whose dreadful face 
She dared not gaze on, seiz'd her. Gloomy st<>od, 
Folding bis wolf-skin mantle to conceal 
The shuddering of his huge and mailed fortn, 
Caswallon* Then again the voice came forth^ 
** Fast wanes the night, the Gods bnx)k no delay^ 
Monarch of Britabj speed" He, at that name 
Shakbg all human from hb soul, flung back 
The foldings of his robe, and stood elate. 
Am haughty of some glorious deed, nor knew 
Barbarian blind as proud, who feek no more 
The mercies and afiections of his kind. 
Casts off the image of God, a man of ill, 
With all his nature^s earth, without its heaven. 

A sound is in the silent night abroad, 
A sound of broken waters ; rings of light 
Float d*er the dark stream, widening to the shore.* 
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* Haiao Autem qucro soo immQlAoduB) obtutemt, m fbntem qui &d locum 
ncrificioniiii waturkbat Tinii immergieb&liir i qui li ficile efflarct snimam, 
fmuilum ren unci a bant pacprdoti^ rotiuu : moique iodc ere^ptum in vrcioDiu 
DPiQiUi qood Mcrant c?edeb(Wit, iiupeudente*, inler Deos traniliituni affir- 
mabaot Quo lactam ent, at tiealiLtm le credfi>etf qui «6 inunotatiaiti^^ e ^vlt 
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And lo, her re-appearing form, as soft 

As fountain Nymph by weary hunter seen, 230 

In the lone twilight glen ; the moonli^t gleam 

Falls tenderly on her beseeching face. 

Like th' hab of expring Saint, she seems 

Lingering to he upon the water tofp^ 

As to enjoy once more that light beloved ; 235 

And tremulously mov^d her soundless lips 

As syllabling the name of Vortimer ; 

Then deep she sank, and quiet the cold stream, 

Unconscious of its guilt, went eddying on. 

And look'd up lovely to the gazing moon. 240 

What deepest thoughts, young Vortimer, have place 
Within thy secret breast? thou slowly rid^st 
By Eamont's alder brink, thy nlver arms 
Through the brown copse with moonshine glittering dim. 
Is't that late fight by Thahet, when the fire 245 



exoederet Aocidit nonnimqiuuii reges ipso* ainuli sorte delectot Tictimari. 
Quod quia fiwitiMimnm r^do libunen ettimabatur, todos popufi nnlti- 
tudo cum •1UIUII& oopgmtnlatkMie tam iiuignes Tictunas proteqvebaDtnr. 
Eouivcto MC dduiictoi doq omninomori, ted tam illof qaam ae ipaof immor- 
tales etie. Olaus Bfagnus, Book 9. cap. 6. 
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From thine and Horsa^s steel, frequent and red. 
Burnt the paJe sea-spray P ©r thy siately charge^ 
With show of Brtt'mh war, to curb and check 
The threatening Caledonian? or what bathes 
Youth's cheek in bitterest and most gaUJike tears; 250 
Thy father's shame, the curse that, unredeemed 
By thy young valour, his once kingly name 
Brands with the deep^seard characters of hate ? 

Or is 't that gentle Maid by Derwcnt lake, 
Her flower-prank t tresses and her pale sweet smile ? 
How pleasant, after Mar and journeying fleet 256 

To Britain's Northern realm, from Kent^s white cliffs. 
Once more to see her early gliding foot 
Skimming the morning dews, to hear her voice, 
As artless, as melodioust, melt on air, 260 

Among the wood-birds matins, to surprise 
Thine own dear name upon her lioshful hpsi 

What floateth down the stream a deep dead white 
Amid the glitteiing moonshine, where the stream 
Runs blaek beneath the thicket boughs, still white, 263 
StUl slowly drifting, like a dying swan, 
Jn snowy beauty, on its watery bier f 
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Oh, were but Lilian here ! perchance its neck 

May struggle up, to the still waves to chaunt 

Its own soil requiem, the most g^itle breath, 270 

Most fandfuUy, delicately sweet. 

That ever soothes the midnighf s dewy calm» 

Near, and more near, it takes a human shape ; 
Some luckless maiden ; haply her lov^d youth 
Awuts her at the well known place, upbraids 275 

Her broken fsuth, as fond as Vortimer, 
As fiill of love. Tis closer now ; he leaps 
From his high steed, he draws it to the shore. 
Scarce time for fancy or for fear, the moon 
Quench'd her broad light behind a rushing cloud, 280 
And utter darkness settled round. He sate 
In solitude, with that cold lifeless thing; 
He dared not leave it, for a hideous thought 
Was in his brmn. — " Why is it like to thee. 
My Lilian ! be it any one but thou — 285 

Hopelessly cold, irrevocably cold : 
It cannot be, and yet ^twas like : her height. 
Her slender waist like Lilian^ and her hair 
As dainty soft, and trickM with flowers ; ^is she, 
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And I win kiss her, pardon i£ I err, 290 

If stranger lips— round, smooth like thine; but oh J 

So coldly passive I when we parted, thine 

Thwarted me with a struggling bashfulness, 

Andj won at lengthy with meek surrender aweU'd. 

Wild and deUrious fancy f m^iTiy a maid 295 

Hath full round hps, to trick the hair with flowers 

'Tis common vanity. If dead, even dead^ 

So chilly senseless Lilian could not be 

To Vortimer^B embrace. Oh, but for light. 

Though dhn and scanty as a glow-worm's fire, 800 

To make me surely, hopelesaly undone ! 

Aught but this iBcking ignorance. Dawn forth. 

Thou tortoise-fooled sluggard, Mom! one beam. 

Thou pitilcrs cold Moon r — More dawn'd not yet, 

And pale and thick remained the moonless sky. liO^ 

Darkness around, the dead within his arms, 

He sate, even like a poisonM man, tliat waits. 

Yet haunted by a miserable hope, 

The palpable cold sickness in his veins, 

And yearns to hve or die, scarce cares he which^ S 10 

So one were certain* But when slow the dawn 
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Unveird its filmy light, he turn'd away 

From that which might be Lilian's face, and pray'd 

Even for the hateful^ dun, uncertain glootn» 

As now by habit the slow-creeping grief, $15 

Winding like ivy round and round his heart. 

Were rapture, and not lightly to be lost. 

It seem'd unconsciously his hand held up. 

Unconsciously declined his heavy eye. 

Where slowly brightened on that lifeless face 320 

The intru^ve beauty; one tress lay across, 

Overspreading yet a thin and shadowy doubt ; 

Move it he dare not, but the officious wind 

At length dispersed it. As the thought, the fear 

Were new, were sudden ; like the lightning flash 325 

That sears the infant in its mother's arms, 

Smote on him the dire certainty. He ctasp'd 

Her damp dead cheek to his. — ** Thus, meet we ihw^ 

Lilian, my Lilian, silent, strange, and cold? 

I do not bid thee fondly gaze, nor ask 3SU 

Long garrulous welcoming, — but speak, but mov«; ! 

Lilian ; ne'er diought I, I should li%'e to loatlie 

Thy gentle presence* — Most ungrateful girl, 
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And I for thee forsook my warrior trust, 

Was truant to my country ''s cause for thee, 335 

By the green Tees my murmuring camp upbraids 

My soft un warlike absence^ — aye, upbraid ! 

Henceforth finds Fortune no where on tliis soul 

To fasten misery on ; I laugh at Fate, 

For I am past its wavering malice now, 3iO 

Thinks she with hollow gauds of fame, and clang 

Of cymbal praise, to lure me forth, a bland 

And courteous parasite in her fond train P 

No; hang thou there, my helm, my broad-barr'd shield 

Bust on yon bank, my sword, one duty more, S45 

To shape the smooth turf for mj Lilian^s grave ; 

Thy bridal bed, sweet Maid, it should have been, 

Where thou and Vortimer had met. Thy grave 

Shall be my field of fame, my wreath of pride 

The flowers the courteous spring shall lavish there ; 

And 111 have glory — ^in my depth of woe — S5 1 

A wild and strange delight — in my despair^ 

Not yetj the cold earth must not part us yet, 

One ghmraer more from thine eye^s dark-fring'd blue. 

One throb, one tremor, though it be the last 355 

la tliy soft limbs— dead, sightless, icy dead !^— 
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O^er his lost Love, thus that sad Prince, undreamed 
The hell-bom secret of her fate^ arraignM 
Blind Chance for keen-cy'd Man s earth-sullying sins. 

But southward far the savage fleet bore on. 360 

On Flamborough-head the morning sun looked dusk 
Through their dim sails; where Scarborough a naked foot 
Spurns back, and saith, " no further j" to the wave% 
'From cleft and cuve the sullen sea birds sprang, 
Wheeluig in air with dmy flight, and shrieked 305 

Their dreary fcai^ abroaiL The Shepherd, wont 
O'er level Lmdesay view the watery plains 
Blue treoihling to the soft horizon^s line, 
See% like a baleful portent firom the heavens, 
That eable train of glaam warp slowly past. 370 

Th' Iceman coast (that sceptered woman's realm, 
Bonduca, who from her fair body slaked 
The stain of Roman lust in Boman blood,) 
Looks haggard, with distracted faces wan^ 
Hoar age, fair youth* the woman and the child, 375 
From beech or steep cliff, gazing now la HeaveUi 
Now on lljat ocean amiy^s watery march. 
Oh Nelson! if the unburn soul di&tinct 
Amid the loose infinity of f>pace, 
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Be vkitecl by appGriUons dim 
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^1 




Of this earth's fleeting Present, and inhale 




^H 




Faint foretaste uf its mortal passions, thou, 




^H 




When, with u&urping prow, that foreign fleet 




^H 




Daunted thy Britain, thou didet surely yearn 




^H 




To unordained maturity to force 
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Thy unripe being, to foreseisse from Fate 




^H 




Thy slow existence. Oh, the days must dawn, 




^H 




When Saxon and when Briton, melted off 




.^H 




All feud, all hate, all discord, of their strength 
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And valour blent th' abstract and essence rich, 
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One sword, one naiae, one glory, and one God, 
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From their bright armoury of Captains, thee 




^H 




Their chosen thunderbolt shall usher forth, 




^H 




From the leagued Nations' frantic grasp to wrett 




) ^^^1 




Britmii's allotted sceptre of the sea. 
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A brighter and more British battlement^ 




^M 




Than tender forms of women, the pale dread 
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Of infants and decrepit eld, from Thames 
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To Thanet crown the pale-brow'd cliffs of Kent, 








As when from Aulis that immortal fleet 
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Swept the jEgean, all the hollow beach, 
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And every Phrygiaii promontory glaw*d 

With brazen battJej li^rc the Mormng> Son, 

Swarth Memnon^ here the invulnerable strength 

Of Cycnus, here the beardJesa TroUiis, 40$ 

Un wounded by soft Cresseicle'* arrowy ejet; 

Here Heetor, seeking through the walery route 

The tall Thessalian prow, with fatal iliirst 

Furious even then, the silver-footed Queen 

To orphan of her heaven-sourd boy. So bioad, 1 1 

So brave in splendour tower'd the rampart bold 

Of British Warriors on that pallid shore. 

On Thanet arc the Sea King Brethren met. 
Their greeting in that fiercely sportive strain 
That^ elevate with imminent success, 415 

Scoffs at past ilL — ** On Thanet's marge well met, 
Eric Horsa ; now meseems our spacious realm 
Is somewhat waste and shrunken, since we last 
ViewM its fair amfines, for sucli noble guests 
And numerous as attend our royal march, 42(1 

Our kingdom's harbours shew too close, our land 
Narrow and brief for such free spirits' mnge, 
111 huabajadry I our fertile province wide 
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To barter for this spare and meagre isle. 

Horso, for anchorage and breathing space 425 

Out weary mariners must e^en go sue 

Tlieir gentle Briton neighbours; haply they, 

Knowing our native courtesy, may cede 

From their abundance some fair leagues of earth* 

" Ingrate and blind (cried Horsa)j they forswear 430 
Our mild dominion ; to their King^s behest 
RebeUious, they proclaim die British earth 
The undivided^ indivisible right 
Of tlieir old British sires, nor may\ descend 
Severed and mutilate to their British sons. 435 

They shook not off the Roman's gentle sway. 
To slave it to Barbarians. Specious terms j 
And with such cogent arguments enforced, 
We were fain shroud us in this narrow isle 
From such hot disputants ; a desperate spirit 440 

Was that old Caesar, who first planted here 
The tree of conquest."—** Holds the King his faith f^ 
" Oh» thy fair daughter hath a soft-link'd chain 
For the old royal Lion ; he obeys^ 
Like a slim greyhound in a silken leash, 445 







90 SAMOR^ LORD OF 

Her eye-won empire. But there walks abroad 

A youngling of the brood ; no blood but mine 

Might flesh the ravine of his dainty jaws. 

This Vortimer, this bright-eyM, beardless boy. 

Aye, front to front I met him, but their bands 450 

Rent us asunder, and my crest^lopp^d helm. 

My scattered blood, past nnaveng'd. Now earth 

Swallow me in my wrath, heaven'^s bolt sear up 

My constant heart, if I forget thee. Boy, 

Nor shear the gay sprouts of thy budding fame !^ 455 

^^ A child their mightiest !"" — ^^ Scomfnl Hengist, no ; 

A manlier spirit rideth the fierce storm. 

One in whom bravery and counsel vie , 

For excellence : wild battle wears the shi^ 

His will ordains ; and if the rebel swerve, 460 

He forceth it with his stnmg sword t'obey 

His high behest, and take the fate he gives.^ 

<' His name^his name !"— '< The Chieftain of the Vales, 

So sounds his title.*" — Then a bitter groan, 

'Twcre hard to tell from what bad passion,^ hate 465 

Or dread, or hideous hope, from Hengist's breast 

Burst forth ; witli his mail'd hand he claq)'d his hcad^ 
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As though 10 mould the discord of his thoughts 

To one strong mass : then, as the birth were ripe, 

A %ht and laughing carelessness relaxed 4/0 

Those knitted furrows, seemM his eager soul 

Ckgp'd the dim future witli a wanton joj* 

But on the mainland, in sad council, meet 
The Baronage of Briton, timorous hearts 
In hollow unsubstantial valour trick'd, 4^5 

While tliose who dare shew fear, fear undisguis'd. 
Their first fierce rush of courage pass'd» hko flame 
The mountain heath devouring, with fleet blaze. 
But transitory ; they of generous thoughts, 
Of appetites whose iole rich draught is fame, 480 

Wanting the steadfast fuel, tlie strong wind 
Wanting of love devotional, heart-tlcep 
To their own native land, that passion proud 
That is aU passions, that hath breath to fan 
To a broad light beyond tlic noon-day Sun 485 

The waning embers of faint sceal ; they hence 
Powerful but now with gallant charge to sweep 
From Kent's fair valleys Horsa's Saxon train, 
Downcast in mien and mind, with prospect sad 
Now count that countless nary's gathering sails. 490 
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Not now the rapture and the restlessness, 
The riding and the racings burst and shock. 
And sudden triumph^ or as sudden death ; 
Now longj long wasting of the limbs and life, 
The circumspect cold strife, drear march, long watch, 
Forepining day, and vigilant sleepless night, 496 

Etenial and tntermtnable war. 
Before them spreads its comfortless wide tract. 
Gone all soft joys, all courtly luKuries gone; 
The languor of the bath, the harp, the song 500 

By twilight in the Lady's sleepless porch. 
The loitering in the sunny colonnade^ 
The circus and the theatre, the feast 
Usurping the mild midnight's solemn hours ; 
From holier hearts, the chapel and the prayer, 505 

The matins, and melodious vesper hymn, 
The bridal with its gay and jocund mute. 
The baptism with its revel, gone— ^11 gone. 
The burial on cold battle field, unhjTnn'd, 
Unmoum'd, untombM ; nor taper, tear, nor rite: 5iO 
Gentle commercing between God and man 
Broke off, save hasty prayer ere battle mom, 
Cold orison upon the midnighl watchp 
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Sole pJUar of the quaking temple, firm, 
Inflexible, on the foundation deep 515 

Of his broad spiritj Samov bears the weight 
Of imminent danger, and his magic voice 
With shame^ with praise, with soothing, and with ^f^rn^ 
Scatters the languid mist^ that wreathes their souIb, 
And from their blanch 'd checks drives the white dismay 
• What ho ! a trumpet from the Thanet shore, S2 1 
Truce for the Saxon^s embassage \ his hand 
Outholding the white wand of peace, comes on 
Old Cerdic, and before the assemblage proud 
Speaks frank and bold that gray Plenipotent* 52$ 

** Britons, most strange 'twill sound, wliile our vast fleet 
Affronts your pale cliffs ^^itli fierce shew of war, 
Yet would we peace with Britain. Deem not this, 
In the blown arrogance of brief success. 
The liard-^vTung cowering of faint fear; look round 530 
Your own brief camp^ then gaze abroad, our sails 
Outnumber yoiu* thin helms, and tlmt pale fear 
Is not familiar with our Gerimm souls. 
This know ye furtlier, wliat we Saxous dare. 
That dare we nobly, openly. Far south 535 
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A rich and wanton land its champaign green 

Sprejidft to the suti^ tli^^ all the basking hilts 

Glow with the red wine, there the fresh air floats 

So fr:agrantf that 'tis pl^sure but to breatlie, 

Aye, on© blue summer, in the doodless skies; 5<0 

And our old Bards have legends, how of yore 

From that soft land brigbt sigles, fledged with gold, 

Banube or Ehine o'erflew, their Caesars fir^ 

Our holy groves with insoleni flames, and girt 

Our fierce free foresters with slavif^h chains^ 54S j 

That scarce boJd Herman rent tlieir massive links. 

Not to desjxiil a mild and gentle iale^ 

For full fierce vengeance on Imperial Rome 

Pours fortli embattled Germany, Then hear. 

Brave Islanders ! our Saxon terms of peace : 550 

For this fair pro^nnce, oiu-V by royal boon 

Of your King, Vortigerti, give plenteous gtJdj 

And with it take the gift, that deepeM wrings 

Our German souls to part with, our irevenge. 

With moftt unwonted patience will we bear 555 

Erie Horsa'g camp with fierce assault o er-bome, 

And British wolves full-gorgod with Saxon gorr. 
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Then nat as foes, but friends, we disembark 




^H 


Our sea-warn crews, ourselves^ the Chiefs of war, 




^^1 


In solemn festival to your high Lords, 


5(iO 


^1 


Pledge on the compact our unwavering fidih* 




^1 


But if ye still with lavish thirst pursue 




^H 


War's crimson goblets, freely let them &q^\ 


' 


H 


If the fiance pastime of the fire and sword 




^1 


Be jocund to ye, ho, let slip the game. 


5r;i 


^fl 


Your city walls are not so airy high, 




^H 


But our fleet flames may climb their dizs^y towers. 




^H 


And revel on their pinnacles of pride ; 




^B 


Your breastpEates not so adamantine proof, 




^H 


But our keen falchions to your hearts may find 


570 


^H 


A direful passage. And not we alone, 




^1 


Caswallon, at our coll, o'er the wide North 




^H 


Wakes the hoarse music of his rushing vats ; 




^H 


Then choose your bride, oh Britons* lo, each courts 




^H 


Your arms with rival beauties. Peace and War, 


575 


^H 


Thus half in courtesy, defiant half, 




■ 


To wait their answer he withdrew. Ere died 






His voice, ere from a sangle lip assent 






I Had parted, Samor rose, and cried alotid — 

\ 






! 
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** Britons ! oh Britons \ Ifind^ fear fawriiiig wolves, 5S0 
The peasant dies the snake that smoothly eoils 
Riiund \m numb foot its gay enamell'd rings ; 
I dread a peaceful Saxon. "Us too rare. 
Prodigious, and unnatural, hke a star 
Seen in the noon day* Was't for thb^ for this 585 

Round Vorligem's tame soul that proud-cy'd Queen 
Wound her voluptuous trammels ? did the meek, 
The hermit Constans, bleed for this ? Oh, P^ce 
Is like the rain from lieaven, the clouds must burst 
Ere earth smlJe lovely with its lucid dews. 5tH> 

Peace must be won by war, swords, swords alone 
Work the strong treaty. Shall our slaves, that sold 
Their blood, their bves unto us for base hire. 
On our fair provinces set now their price? 
Nor feast, nor metal give we, but cold steel I 595 

Give gold ! as wisely might the miser lead 
The robber to his treasury, and then cry, 
** Go hence, and plunder;*' 'twere to tempt, to bribe 
The undreamed pcrjtiry, and spread a lure. 
To bring tlic parted spoUer flwiftly back* 600 

Outnumlier ua I and are we sunk so low 
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To count our valour by our helmet crests ?-- 


^1 


Oil, every soul that loves his native land. 


^1 


It is a legion ; where the fire shall sear 


^B 


The hydra heads at Liberty ? Our earth 


^^M 


Shall burst to bearing of as boon a crop 


^H 


Of sworded soldiers^ as of bladed grass. 


^H 


And aJl our hills branch out in groves of steel- 


^H 


So thought our fethers, so they bravely strove 


^H 


For the bleak freedom of their steamy moors. 


610 ^^M 


Their black oaks' fruitage coarse, and rites uncouth ^^^| 


Of Druid, by the beal-fire's lurid flame. 


^H 


But wej less drossy beings, filter'tl off 


^1 


Our natures rude and gross, create anew 


^H 


Souls of fine wants, and delicate desires, 


^H 


Rich in the iair civihties of life. 


^H 


Endued with sensitiveness keen and clear 


^H 


Of earth's best pleasures, shall we tamely yield 


^1 


Our beauteous Britain, our own pleasant isle, 


^H 


To dreary-sourd Barbarians ? 'Tis not now 


^^M 


Merely to *scape the heaven-branded name of slavefi, ^^H 


For license to breathe where we choo^, and wield 


^H 


At our own wayward will unfettered hmbs, 

m 


1 


* 
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Oh, if we fail, free Christians must sink down 

To Heathen slaves^ our gilded palace roots 625 

Shout the loose riot of new Lords, our wives 

Be like base plunder, vilely bought and sold 5 

Worse shame ! worse sin I the murky Heathen groves 

0*er our fall'n Churches their pale gloom advaoce ; 

Our holy air go hot and reeking up 630 

With impious incense to bluod-bevcragM Gods ; 

The deep damnation of a Pagan creed 

Rot in our cliildn*n'*s souls ! Then be our peace 

Not hasty, as of timoroiis souls that snatch 

At every feeble reed, but stoop we to it G35 

As with a conqueror's pride, with steel-glov'd hand 

Seal our stem treaty. So if they depart. 

And with their spread sails hunt their mad emprize ; 

But while one prow dash menace on otir shore, 

Our earth be patient of one armed hoof, 640 

Tame treiity, temporizing tru(%, avaunt I 

The foreign banner that usurps our winds, 

Be it a ibe, strange steel that doth divert 

One ray of sunlight from our shores, be that 

The scope and centre of ail British swoidji. 645 
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So build we up our peace on the stfong rock 


^M 


Of brave defiance^ csetnent it with scorn, 


^H 


Set bright-anriM Valour in its jealous porch, 


^M 


Bold warden ; from our own intrinsic strength^ 


^H 


Not from the mercy of our foes, be free.'* — 


^H 


Oh the void's fire, of that swift element 


^1 


Th' intensest, bro^idest spreads and nimblest mounts, ^^H 


With flaky fierce contagion ; it hath caught 


!^M 


In that Baromal conclave^ it hath bltized. 


^H 


But then rose Elidure, with bashful mien, 


655 


Into himself half shrinking, from his lips 




The dewy words dropt, delicate and rounds 




And crept into the chambers of the soul, 




Like the bee's liquid honey :*-'* And thou too^ 




Enamour'd of this gaudy murderer, War ! 


660 


Bamor, in hunger'^s meagre hour who scomR 




A fair^kinn'd fruity Ijeeause its inward pulp 




May be or black or hollow ? this bland P^ee 




May be a rich-rob'd evil ; war, stem war. 




Wears manifest its hideousness, and bares 


665 


Deformities the Sun shrinks to behold. 




Because 'tit in the wanton roll of chance 


• 


^ # 


« 


^ 


• 
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That he may die, who desperately leaps 

Into the pit, with mad untimely arms 

To dasp annihilation ? Were no path 670 

But through the grim and haunted wilds of strife, 

To the mild shrine of peace, maids would not wear 

Their bridal chaplets with more joy, than I 

Th** oppressive morion : then th' old vaunt were wise. 

To live in freedom, or for freedom die. 675 

Then would I too dissemble, with vain boast. 

Our island'*s weakness ; wear an iron front. 

Though all within were silken, sofl, and smooth. 

For what are we, slight sunshine birds, thin-plum'*d. 

For dalliance with the mild, luxurious airs, 680 

To grapple with these vultures, whose broad vans, 

Strung with th^ icy tempests, but with wind 

Of their forth rushing down would swoop us ? Tlien, 

Then, Samor, emment in strength and power. 

It were most proud for thee alone to break 685 

The hot assault, with single arm t^ arrest 

The driving ruin — ruin, ah ! too sure. 

Oh, tVere most proud ; to us sad comfort ; sunk. 

Amerced of all our fair, smooth sliding hours, 
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Our rich abodes the wandering war-flame's fea^L 690 

Samor, our fathers fearM not death ; cast off 

Most careless their coarse hves ; with nought to lose, 

They fear'd no loss ; our breathing is too rich. 

Too precious this ouF sensitive warm mould. 

Its joyances, affectionsj hopes, desires, 695 

For such light venture. Oh, then, be we not 

Moal wretched from the fear of wretchedness ? 

If war must be, in God*s name let war be ; 

But, oh, with clinging hand, with lingering love, 

Clasp we our mistress. Peace. Gold! what is gold ? 7f^tJ 

My fair and wealthy palace set to saJe, 

Cast me a beggar to the elements' scorn ; 

But leave me peace, oh, leave my country peaces. 

And I will call it mercy, bounty, love !"^-^ 

So spake he, with vain shew of public zeal JQS 

Blazoning his weak intent ; and so prevail*d 
His loose and languid eloquence. Each rent 
The golden frontlet from his helm, cast down 
His breastplate^s golden scales, in {xintest free 
Prodigal rivals at rich price to buy 710 

That baleful merchandize, their country's shame. 
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Oh, wbere the royal Brethren now ? the pride 
Serene of Emrys ? where thy Dragon crest^ 
Prince Uther ? for thy voice, young VcMtimer ! 
Seal, Samor, thy pn^hetic lips; in vain 715 

The trumpet of thy warning shouts abroad. 
Will the winds hear thee ? will the rocks obey ? 
Or hearts than wind more hght, than rocks more odd f 

Gray Cerdic hath their faint award ; they p«rt 
Jocund, and light of hope ; but Samor grasp'd 7^ 
The hand of Elidure : — ^' My childhood's fiiend, 
I mie thee by all joys we two have shared. 
Our interchange of souls, communion free 
, Of every thought and motion of our hearts, 

4 

Our wEuA pastimes, and our graver joys, 725 

Go not thou to this feast^ — " Doth Samor go ?" 

^ Britain must have no danger, gentle friend, 

That Samor shares not ; thou art noted well 

To hate the riotous and brawling feast 

With thy fond bride, thy Evelene, await 730 

Silent the knowledge whether thou or I 

Have err'd in this day's council.''— »" No, best friend, 

Samor must have no danger Eljidure 
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Shares not ; oh, why this csold and gloomy dread ? 
In the deep centre of our isle be held fBB 

This chreaded baiiquet, Samor, ne'er thought I^ 
While my mild blood ran constantj thine would flag. 
And curdle with the pallid frost of fear*^ 

'Tis famedy that then, albeit amid the rush 
Of clamoroui joy unmark'd, in drearier days 740 

Remembered, signs on earth, and signs in heaven, 
Witli loud and solemn interdict arraign'd 
That hasty treaty; maniacs kindled up 
With horrible intelligence the pits 
Of their deep hollow eyeSj and meaning strange 745 
Gave order to their wandering utterance : stream'd 
Amid the dusky woods broad sheeted flames ; 
The blue fires on the fen at noon-day dancM 
Their wavering morrieej and the bold ey'd wolves 
Howrd on the sun. Life^ ominous and uncouth, 750 
Seiz'd upon anciefit and forgotten things ; 
The Cromlechs rock'd, the IMtid circles wept 
Cold ruddy dews ; as of that neighbouring feast 
Conscious, the tall Stone Henge did shrilly shnek 
A» with a whirlwind, though no cloud was moT'd 755 
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In the still skies. A wailmg, as of harps. 

Sad with no mortal sorrow, saifd abroad 

Through the black oaks of Mona. Old deep graves 

Were restless, and arm^'d bones of buried men 

Lay clattering in their stony cells. ^Twas faith, 7^*^ 

White women upon sable steeds were seen 

In fleet career '*neath the rank air ; the earth 

Gave up no echo to their ncnseless feet. 

And on them looked the Moon with leprous light 

Prodigious, haply like those slender shapes 765 

In the ice desert by Caswallon seen. 

From Mpna to the snowy Dover cliffs. 

From Skiddaw to St. Michael's visioQ^d mount. 

Unknown from heaven,, or earth, or nether pit. 

Unknown or from the living or the dead, 770 

From being of this world, or nature higher, 

Passed one long shriek, whereat old Merlin \eap*d 

From his hoar haunt by Snowdon, and in dusk 

And dreary descant mutterM all abroad . ' 

What the thin air grew cold and dim.to hear. 77^ 

'Tis said, rude portents in the Church of God, 
With insolent noises, brake the holy calm. 
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The gray owl hooted at the RQontide chaunt, 

The young owl clamour'd at the matin song. 

The pics and raven*?, from the steeple top, 7 SO 

To the priesf s Benedicite moan'd back 

A sullen hoarse Amen, and ohscene bats 

Around tlie altar candlesticks did flap 

Their leathern wings. Yea, from his stricken hand 

The while-fltord Bishop to the earth let fall 785 

The consecrated chahce ; th' holy wine 

(Ineffable !) flowed on the parement stone. 




106 SAMOR, LORD OP 



BOOK V. 



Swan of the Ocean, on thy throne of wares 

Exultant dost thou sit, thy mantling plumes 

Ruffled with joy, thy pride of neck elate, 

To hail fair Peace, like Angel visitant. 

Descending, amid joy of earth and heaven, 5 

To bless thy fair abode. The laughing skies 

Look bright, oh, Britain ! on thy hour of bliss. 

In sunshine (sir the blithe and bounteous May 

O^er hill and vale goes dancing ; blooming flowers 

Under her wanton feet their dewy bells 10 

Shake joyous ; clouds of fragrance round her float 

City to city cries, and town to town 

Wafling glad tidings : wide their flower-hung gates 

1 luow back the churches, resonant with pomp 
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Of priests and people, to the Lord their prayers 1 5 

Pouring, the richest incense of pure heai*ts« 

With garland and wiUi song tlie maids go forth, 

And mingle with the iron ranks of war 

Hieir forms of meldng softness ; gentle gales 

Blow music o'er the festa! land, from harp 2t> 

And merry rebeck, till tlie floating air 

Seem harmony : still all fierce sounds of war ; 

No breath within the clarion's brazen throat ; 

Soft slumber in the war-steed's drooping mane. 

Not in the palace proud, or gorgeous hall, 25 

The banqueting of Peace ; on Anibri plain 
Glitter the white pavihons, to the sun 
Their snowy pomp unfolding ; there the land 
Pours its rejoicing multitudes to gaze* 
Briton and Saxon, in majestic league, 30 

Mingling their itreaming banners blazon^ waves. 
Blithe as a wgin bridal, rich and proud 
As gorgeous triumph for fair kingdom won. 
Flows forth the festal train ; with arms elate 
The mothers bear thdr infants to behold 35 

That HengiBt, whose harsh name erewhik their checks 
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Blancb''d to €»ld paleness; they their little hands 

Clap, smiling, half delighted, half in dread. 

Upon that hated head, from virgin hands. 

Rain showers of bloom ; beneath those hated feet 40 

Is strewn a flowery pavement ; harp and voice 

Hymn blessings on the Saxon, late denounced 

Th*" implacable, inexorable foe. 

Lordly they passed and lofty ; other land 
Save Britain, of such mighty despots proud, 45 

Had made a boast of slavery ; giant men 
In soul as body. Not the Groth more dread, 
Tall Alaric, who through imperial Rome 
March'd conqueror, nor that later Orient chief, 
Turban'd Mohammed, who o*er fall'^n Byzance 50 

His moony ensign planted : they, unarmed. 
Yet terrible, went hau^ty on, of power 
A world to vanquish, not one narrow isle. 

The hollow vault of heaven is rent with shouts. 
Wild din and hurry of tumultuous joy 5S 

Waves the wide throng, for lo, in perfect strength, 
Consummate height of manhood, but the glow. 
The purple grace of youth, th^ ambrosial hue 
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Of life's fresh morning, on his glossy hair, 


^M 


His smooth and flushing features, Samor comes. 


^H 


His name ia on the lisping infant's lips, 


^1 


Flcmts on the nuudcn's song; him warrior men 


^H 


Hail with proud crest elate ; liiin present, deem 


^1 


Peace timorous meKiy on the invading ibe. 


^H 


Around the Kings of Britain, some her shame. 


^^H 


Downy and silken with luxurious ease, 


^1 


Others more hardy, in whose valiant looks 


^B 


Were freedom and ct>mmand : of princely stem 


^H 


Alone were absent the forsaken King 


^H 


And his sad Son, and those twin royal youths, 


^B 


Emrys and Uther; nor the Mountain Lord, 


^H 


With that young eaglet of his race, deign sliare 


^H 


The gaudy luxuries of peace ; save these^ 


^H 


All Britain s valiance, princedom, and renown 


^H 


March'd jubilant^ with symphony and song» 


^H 


Noon ; from his high empyreal th nme the Sun 


^H 


Flotids with broad light the living pidn; more rich 


^H 


Ne^er blaz'd his summer couch, when sea and sky. 


^H 


In royal pomp of cloudy purple and gold. 


^H 


Curtain his western chambers, breathing men 


80 ■ 
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Grorgeous and niimberiefis as those brigfat waves 

Flash, in their motion, the quick Ugfat ; aloof 

The banqueters, like Gkxb at nectar feast. 

Sit sumptuous and parifion'^d ; all glad tones 

From tremUing strmg, or ravislung breath or vcHce, 85 

In clouds of harmony melt up to Heaven ; 

Overwhelming sploidour all of ugfat and sound. 

One rich oppreseion of eye, ear, and mind. 

Midnight, in darkness heavy, thick, and chill ; 
In silence rigid, deep and breathless, stands 90 

On the wide plain one lonely Man. Wan light. 
From dim decaying firebrand in his grasps 
Feebly, with gleam inconstant, shews his mien 
Hopeless, too haughty to despair : His eye^ 
As jealous of dark foe, goes wandering round : 95 

Yet seems he one more feared than fearing ; rent 
His robes^ rich splendour ; and his ponderous arm. 
With its wild weapon wearily declined, 
Bears token of rude strife — though rude, though fiesroe. 
By thy browns pride, thou sad and stately Man ! 100 
No faint inglorious eraven hast thou riuuidc, 
In dread of death, or avarice base of blood. 
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At that dead hour^ m desar's city* gat€s 
The Briton wives and mothers sate ; at eve 
They, from the phuti, had homeward tum'd, to rock 105 
Their infants' rosy sleep, or trim the couch 
For him belov'd and loving ; somej from joy 
Sleepless, sate watching the gray shadows fall^ 
In luxury of impatience ; slumbering some^ 
From weanne&i aC pleasure, in light dreams 1 10 

Liv'd o'er again the morning's jocund liours. 

That hour, one horn witli long and solemn blast 
Went wailing up the heavens ; l^s shrill, less drear, 
Blew through the fatal RoncesvaUes pass, 
In after times, Roland's deep bugle, heard 115 

Dolorous J so poets feign, on Paris' wall. 
The air seem*d shivering where the knell pasiM on. 
As with a cold wind shuddered the thick trees. 

But those fond women hail that bras^en sound, 
Joy's harbinger, sweet signal of return ; 120 

As the fond maid her lover's moonlight lute, 
They drink in its dire harshness, busy round 
Gazing^ if aught neglected, careless aught 
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Bdie the welocMne, or to wakening child 

Smile the glad tidings, or along the wal& 1 25 

People the dim air with the* forms they love. 

Oh, fond of Gxacy ! credulous of hope ! 

Ye hear but pleasure in that horn ; but see, 

In the dim tumult of jron moving lights, 

Swift homeward hurrymg. Now the slow dday 130 

Is but a lengthened rapture : steps are heard. 

And figures indistinct are in the gloom 

Advancing ; yet no festal pomp proclaimed 

By mudc^s merry breath, but mute and slow. 

As from dark funeral : haply wearied all 1S5 

With the long revel day. But ye 'gin trace 

Some well-known gesture, dear familiar step. 

Each boastful of her lover's speedier pace. 

Saxon the first, how wearily slow they pass ! 

Still are they Saxon, Saxon still, the last 140 

Saxon ; in wonder they, nor yet in fear. 

Question the dark air with thdr searching eyes, 

Incredulous arraign the deepening gloom. 

That with an envious melancholy shroud 

Palls the kmg.kx>k'd for, late-retuming. Them, 145 
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Ah, deeper darkness covers ; to their homea 


^M 


Nev^er more to return ! Lo, aJl at once 


^H 


He bloody knives, borne boastful, their red light 


^1 


Flash murtherous; known is all ere aught is fear'd 


^H 


And yet are there unfaded on their brows 


^H 


The garlands that ye fondly wofve, the air 


^M 


Not alent of your blessings. Frum these walls. 


^H 


^ At mom, three hundred breathing valiant men 


^B 


Went proudly forth— in sohtary life 


^H 


Moves o'er the plain that one majestic shape. 


^^M 


Like Spirit of Vengeance o'er some ghastly land 


^H 


That scoff 'd erewhile^ in high portentous guilt. 


^B 


The slumbering of God's T^Tath, now blasted lies, 


^B 


! Infecting witli the ashes of its wreck 


^B 


The late chastising heavens. So lone, so dark, 


^H 


■ But pale with human sorrows at his heart. 


^H 


' The King of that Bright City in the Vales, 


^B 


Walks the waste gloom, around him the cold winds ^^H 


Speak voices from the dead, and oft he tuitiB, 


■ 


Brandishing defiance on the air, and smites 


^^M 


Some aeemtng Saxon with his smouldering brand* 


■ 


Now resta he m that old mysterious ring. 


■ 


I 


1 


« _ 


■ 
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The dateless and the numberless Stondbei^, 
That is, and hath been, whence or bow, none knows. 
But even the Master Druid with slow dread 170 

Its dangerous predncts tzod, though noontide bright 
Revelled in the rich heavens, and holiest harps 
Purified the calm air : rose like the wreck 
Of some old worid the shadowy temple huge. 
Shapeless magnificence ! here souls profane iJS 

Deem'd rites so potent held as made the oaks 
Stand still and motionless 'mid the wild storm^ 
And with a light, nor of the stars nor moon. 
Sheeted the midnight heavens : deemed some, more sage, 
Th^ Invisible his cloudy presence here 1 80 

Embodied, and with wisdom heavenly and high 
Full feasted the tranced soul ; all the dire place 
Fled, fearing more, imknowing what th^ fisar^d. 

Amid those stony giants that uptower 
In massy darkness, or in the wind^s rush 1 85 

Seem swaying on their dizzy balance, stands. 
If virtue of aught earthly may feel awe. 
Awe-struck the Christian; now his calmer soul 
Had time for grief, for memory ; o^er him flows 
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Deep-lulling quiet ; here the light and gay 190 

Had felt a motion oa their lips like prayer, 
Nof marvel thc^n that lioly thoughts oppres^d 
With a full QxtBcy the Cliristian souL 

" Merciful I by whose will mine arm hath par^'d 
With the strewn eorpses of my murtlierous foes 1 95 
A dismd pass^e, while around me Death 
Mow'd Britain with hia secret scjrthe I oh God, 
I thank thee, il' I die, a warrior's death 
May l>e my brave distinction : if this life 
Be worthy thy upholding, thougli all lost, 200 

The friendsliipa and the prides, that made its course 
Blissful and bright, I thank tliee for my life: 
Thank thee, that yet on Britisli earth shaU breathe 
A Briton, reisolute on that last crag. 
That knows not the rude Baxon's tread^ to rise iU5 

Erect in stately freedom, and o"*er-brood 
The dim and desert beacon of revenge. 
Or deign'st tliou this low frame of dust to diooae 
Thy minister of wralh> I not with prayer 
Vain and presumptuous, summon fix>m the clouds 210 
Thy thititdere, nor invoke prodigious Death 
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To smite my foes. Hopes perishable man, 

At his wild bidding, thou the laws wilt burst. 

Wherewith thou fetterest thy Omnipotence ? 

Haiden to stem endurance these frail limbs, 215 

With adamantine patience sheathe my soul. 

That nor pale shrinking of the coward flesh. 

Nor inward palsying swerve from its brave scope 

Th^ aspiring spirit ; grant thou this sole prayer. 

And I thus lone, thus desolate proclaim, 220 

Single, yet dauntless, to yon Saxon host 

Stubborn defiance, haughty to bear up 

The wreck of Britain with unstooping neck." 

Now over all the orient sky, the Mom 
Spread rosy in her youth of li^t, as fair, 225 

As bright her rising on this plain of death, 
As yesterday, when festal multitudes 
Greeted her dawn ; so vain the boast of man. 
That earth, and air, and sky, their mimic hues 
Borrow from his fantastic woes and joys. 230 

And o*er the plain began his lonely way 
The Warrior, on his brow the unheeded wind 
Fannd freshness, and the wandering lark unheard, 
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Quiver'd her blithe song, like an airj voice, 

Bathing m light. Anon a dale beneath 235 

OpenMj and slow withdrew the misty veil 

That o^er her hamlets roofs and bowery trees 

Ting'd with a liquid azure the thin air. 

Along the winding path he roves, tiiat none, 

Save feet habituate to its maze, could thready 240 

Heedle^ that here to Elidure's green home 

He came, unweeting visitant. Within, 

Breathless, as tliough she listened in her sleep. 

Close to the door, as jealous lest some ear 

Earlier than her own should catch the sound 245 

Of Ehdure's returning tread, or voice 

Anticipate the welcome of her own, 

ReclinM the bride, soft Evelene, The ttep 

Up from the pillowing hand her flushing cheek 

WakenMs or ere the threshold he o erpaat, 250 

The form yet indistinct to her quick sight, 

MurmurM her fond upbraiding. *' Truant Lord, 

Art tJiou too chang'd, thou too of midnight feast 

EnaraourM ? tioie hath been the rosy cup. 

Thou Saxon in thy revels, had look'd pale lb5 

To Evelene's cheek." — ^'Tis wretched solace^ yet 
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'Tis solace in the drear extreme df grief, 
To find one human heart whose deeper woe 
Makes weakness of our wailing. Though dkltie 
Of the fray's dizzy tumult lay diTstinct £60 

Elidure's image on the Watoderer'« sbiil, 
His image as beneath the Saxon steel 
Dying, he struggled back to life from jfoy 
His stem friend to bebdd with fiery Imind 
Piercing his path of flight, less bitter seemed 2*5 

Hia cup of woe, when from him sprang that bride, 
Nor knew him ; knew him but no Elidure. 
Then sued for tidings, and with all her toul 
Listened, but could not hear, mistrusting all 
While yet but fearing, but when all assured, 27<> 

Mistrusting even her fears, even then to hope 
Clinging with desperate energy of soul. 
Her Samor lefl in that dead night of mind. 
When madness were a comfort, all wild ithirl, 
AU dizzy hurry of rack'd sense were rich 2f & 

Were rapturous to that blank and dismal vtnd. 
When one incessant miserable thought 
Blends with the life, the being of the sjnrit. 
Him scared no Siaon darion, the drear blast 
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Winding of fleet pursuit ; came o^er his soul 280 

His own, his wedded Emeric, her babes 
Hughing, while greedily with ear and soul 
She drinks each sound the busy babbling fame 
Spreads on the wandering winds ; the fleetest steed 
Of Elidure bestriding, still he movea 285 

A tardy laggard to his soul^s desire. 
Sedulous each throng'd haunt of man avoids 
His jealous speed, and still from town and tower 
Came bUthely tbrlh the jubilant hjmnns of peace ; 
Still unextinguished their glad Ijrilliance, wan'd 290 

In mom*s gray mists the yellow festal fires. 

Day passed, day sank, 'tis now the dewy eve> 
Beneath him, in the soft and silent light, 
Spread the fair Valleys, mead and flowery lawn 
With thrir cabn verdure interspersed allay 2^6 

The foresCs ponderous blackness, or retire 
Under the chequering umbrage of dim groves, 
Whose shadiiws almost slumber : far beyond 
Huge mountains J brightening in their secret glens, 
Their cold [)eaks bathe in the rich setting sun* 300 

Sweeps through the midst broad Severn, deep and dark. 
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His monarchy of waters, its full flow 

Still widening, as he socnmM to bear the mam 

Less trib te than a sea ; or inland roU'd 

Ambitious ocean, of his tide to claim d05 

The wealthy vassalage. High on its marge 

Shone the Bright City, in her Roman pomp. 

Of bath, and theatre, and basilic, 

Smooth swelling dome, and qnring obeUidc,. 

Glittering like those more soil and sunny towns 310 

That bask beneath the azure southern skies 

In marble majesty. Silent she stands 

In the rich quiet of the golden light 

The banner on her walls its cumbrous folds 

Droops motionless. But Samor tiun'd aloof, 315 

Where lordly his fair dwelling's long arcade 

On its white shafts the tremulous glittering light 

Cherished, and starry with the river dews 

Its mantle of gay flowers, the odorous lawn 

Down sloped, as in the limpid stream to bathe. 320 

No watch-dog, with glad bark and fawning joy, 
His Lord saluted. Samor mark'd it not. 
No menial caught the slack rein from his hand. 



THE BRiaBT CITY* 



181 



He heeded not. No swift faoiiliar step 

Forth started at his coming ; iace of joy 325 

Brighten^ not — ^vacant all ; yet heeds he not* 

No infants^ in their giddy, tottering speed, 

Clung round his knees. So early at their rest, 

Thought the fond father. Enieric's cliamber door 

Stands open ; he but paused his name to hear 330 

Low mingled with her murmur'd orisons : 

All hush'd as in a tomb ; perchance she sleeps, 

At his long absence heartsick. He the folds 

Gently withdrawing of his nuptial betlj 

As with the amorous violence of his lips ,135 

To wake her to dehcious fearj bends down. 

Coldf cold as marble, the forsaken bed 

Received the ferv^ent pressure. Back he sprung, 

And strange, like one that moveth in his sleep. 

Stood with loose arms and leaden listless gaze. 310 

UncoQsciouSf to the city walls, far s^n 

From that high chamber, rove his eyes : bdiold 

Against the Sun's last light a wandering breeze 

Swells up the heavy banner ; in tlie gleam 

The White Hon^e of the Saxon shakes his mane. B4B 
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Then felt he the hi«iik silenoe, then ponoehr^d 
1 he tumult, and rude diaaiTay that marred 
The face of his fiur dwelling. Forth he mdi'd. 
As eager that Us soul at one wild draught 
Might glut itself with perfect woe, all ill 350 

Exhausted, laugh drain'd destiny to soom. 
Cradle and in&nts couch with frantic hand 
Hurrjring he explores, the sad chill Toid 
Almost delists. Now on the riy^ brink 
He watches yon huge forms that pace the walls, 355 
Saxon their long black lances, Saxon helms 
Nod o'er their lofty brows terrific gloom. 

Lo ! at his feet, beneath a primrose bed, 
Half veird, and branching alder that o'er-droop'd 
Its dark green canopy, a slumbering child — 360 

If slumber might be call'd, that but overspread 
A wan disquiet d^er the withered cheek, 
Chok'd the thin breath that through the pallid bp 
Scarce struggled, dos'd not the soft sunken eye. 
Well Samor knew her, of his love first pledge, 3G5 

First, playfullest, and gentlest : he but late 
Luxurious in the fulness of his woe, 





^^1 




THE BRIGHT CITY, 

Cfinga to this lorn hope, like a drowning man. 
Not jet, not yet in this rude world done. 


128 


1 




T.airish of fond ofHclous zeal, he bathes 


370 


^H 




With water fnim the stream her marble bmw. 




^1 




Chafes her ; and with his own warm breath recslk 




^H 




The wandering life, that like a waning Jamp 




' ^H 




GlimmerM anon, then faded : but when slow 




^H 




Unfix'd her cold unmeaning eye regained 


375 


^H 




Brief consciousneas, powurless her langtiid arm 




^H 




Down fell again, half lifted in his hair 




^U 




To wreathe as it was wont, with effort faint 




^U 




Strove her hard features for a woful smile : 




^M 




And the vague murmurs of her lip« ^gan fall 


SW) 


^H 




Intelligible to his ear alcrne. 




^H 




** And thou art come— ttio late — yet thou art come," — 


^H 




He soothing her with hope^ he knew most false, 




^H 




Slow modellM from her broken faltering vniee 




^H 


1 


One sad continuous story.—" 'Twaa at ere 


38R 


^H 




We went to rest, I never slept so soft; 




^H 


^ 


Our mother lulfd u« with assurance sw«ct 




^H 




Of thy returning,— By and by I woke, 




^1 




But the bright morning was not shining fair, 

• 




j 


fe 
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Nor the birds siDging as they us^d. I saw, 390 

By a dim dusky hght, huge iron men 

With hair like fire, and their fierce voices spake 

Strange language : of my prayers I thought, and strove 

My eyes to dose, still those grim-visag^d men 

Stood in the wavering darkness by the light 895 

Of their blue weapons — then they went away. 

I crept out to my mother's couch ; she lay 

Asleep, but not as I have seen her sleep. 

When I have stol\i at mom to look on her, 

And thou hast laid me by her quiet side. 400 

She shiver'd in her sleeping, and her skin 

Was chilly to the touch, yet, oh to sleep, 

Even as she did, I long'd ; for they came back. 

Those shapes in all their darkness, all their light, 

Before their rugged faces I felt cold 405 

As in the snow time ; my eyes could not see. 

Oh, but I heard a di2zy sound, like shrieks 

Of many voices all at once. I thought 

Rude hands were busy on my mother'^s couch. 

As though to bear her thence— yet woke she not. 410 

Oh Father, I have never kx>k'd cm death. 
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But she was dead, I felt that she was dead. 

I could not breathe, yet from my thirsty throat 

My voic« was bursting, but down o'er me fell 

Tlie foldings of the couch — long, long it seem'd, 415 

Ere from that cumbrous weight I struggled forth^ 

Then all was silent, all except the dash 

Of distant oars ; I cried aloud, and heard 

But my own voice^ I searchM, yet ibund I none; 

Not one in all these wide and lofty halls, 420 

My mother, my sweet brothers gone, all gone. 

Almost I wish'^d those fierce men might return 

To hear me too in their dread arms away. 

Hither I wander'd, for the river s sound 

Was joyous to the silence tliat came cold 425 

Over my bosom, ainc^ the Sun hath shone, 

Yet it seem'd dark — but oh, 'tis darker now. 

Darker, my Father, all within cold, cold. 

The soft warmth of thy lips no more can reach 

This shuddering in my breast — yet kiss me still.** — 430 

Vsun, all in vain, that languid neck no more 
Rises to meet his fondness, tliat pale hand 
Drops from his shotdder, that wooed voice hath spent 
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Its last of sweetness: waited this alone 

That could enhance bis agony^ ba^ed l¥>pe. 43J^ 

Quiet and cool the deep tide at h^ feet 
Rolls with a tranquil munnur ; one Ipne gleam 
Still lingering firom the simken Sun, beneath 
The moving surface, ligfatena.its cold depth. 
How pleasant in its secret caves to quench 440 

The soul, the body's fever ; to cast off 
This resdess, trembling consciousness, that dii^ 
Enamoured to its anguish, sedulous 
To nurse its own disquiet : not to feel. 
Though cast by wandering waves on Emeric's grave; 
Though Saxon barks triumphant bound above, 44fi 
To feel not, and have freedom though in death. 
For why this barren wilderness of earth 
Still haunt, man's pity, and the arch fiend's scoff? 
Why to the wearying wretchedness of life 450 

eiing with a coward fondness P— but a step 
To quiet— to foigetfulness, a step. 

But alien to proud Samor those bad thoughts 
Startled his nature, burnt his soul with ahame. 
That such unholy musings dare intrude 465 



THE BRIGHT CITY- 



127 



00 its sad sanctity ; upright he sprung ; 

Oh, not in vain a Christian, with clenchM hand 

And inward rack convulsive of chok'd pain. 

Forced cahimess to his brow : his hoUow voice 

Wrought to a moumful fortitude, — " Oh thou^ 460 

Glorious in thy prosperity of crime, 

Hen^stj and thou that barter'st thy old fame 

For sweet lascivious chambering j hast unkingVl 

Thy stately soul witliin the wrealhing arms 

Of that fair Saxon^ in loose dalliance soft 465 

To steep the inebriate sense^ on Samor'e sLite 

Look, and be pale with envy ; he dare stand 

Lofty beneath yon starry throne of God, 

And bless him, tJiat his fate is scant and poor 

In joys like your's, by aU your pomp, your bhsis, 4/0 

Made lovesick of bis misery ; still he feels 

The haughty solace of disdain ; still soothes 

The madness of his grief by pitying you* 

Nor yet J oh impotent of cruelty, 

1 am not utterly from this dark world 4JS 
Estranged and outcast ; gone, for ever gone. 

Those exquiMte roild luxuries of the heart, 
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That summer sunshine of the soul, sweet love, 

That makes life what we deem of heaven ; remain 

Hardier delights, severer joys. Oh reft 4W) 

Of all th J brave, thy princely, of my faith. 

Thou hast a deeper need — be thou my bride. 

Oh Britain, to thy wreck I proudly wed 

The sadness cS my widowhood, and bid 

Pale bridemaids to our nuptials, holy Wrath 485 

And iron-handed Vengeance ; and invoke 

Death, that dark minstrel from fast-slaugfater*d mounds 

Of Saxons, to awake our bridal hymn, 

And spread for torchUght on our spousal eve 

Wild gratulation of their funeral fires. 490 

^^ And thou, oh stainless denizen of heaven, 
Soft soul of my lost Emeric, endure 
Though jealous my new bride ftt>m thee bereave 
The rude tumultuous day, the midnight hour 
I consecrate to thee ; then slide thou down, 49S 

Like moonlight on the darkness^ raven wing. 
And oh, if human passion, human love. 
Stain the pure essence of immortal spirits. 
Leave heaven in heaven, earth's fhuler loveliness 
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Resuming, chaste mild fondness, timomug warmth, 500 

Visit my desert fancy. Him by day. 

Savage and merdless, with soul of steel. 

And pale brow cloudy with a nation^s cares^ 

Shall midnight find an amorous dreamer fond, 

A dotard on a dim unreal shade,"" 505 

Now oVr what was tlte rosyj playful, warm, 
Now palcy now changdeas, icy cold, the maid 
Whose blue eyes dancM with rapture, whose light step 
Waa consort to the Eur-rovong winds (half seal'd 
That lustreless wan azure; stiff and damp 510 

Those sprightly limbs) oft pausing as yet loath 
To part from what he shudder d to behold. 
Heaps Samor tlie light earth ; ^e o^er her face 
He plac'd the primrose knot, once stoop'd his lip, 
And started to find cold what he knew dead* 515 

Now closed that mounilul office, nearing fast 
Is heard a dash of oars, and at his side 
Forth leaped an armetl Saxon, with rais'd arm 
Menacing ; but %unor down with scornful strength 
The grim intruder dash'd to earth, and fix'd 520 

His stem heel on his neck| and stood in act 
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The Ufe to trample from the gasping trunk. 

Sudden withdrawn bis angry tread, he spake, 

^^ Thee first of Saxon race, thee last, this arm 

Spares, not of milky mercy, but as meet 525 

To minister my purpose; go unscathed. 

And tell to Hengist, tell thy Lord, who robs 

The Lion^s den, should ehain the Lion first; 

Add, Samor is abroad,^' — ^Then to the boat 

He sprang, and pass'd to Serem^s western shore. 5S0 
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A TOKi, o'er aU the waste and pri>stmte isle 
Wander eth a valiant voice ; the hill, die dale, 
Forest and mountain, heath and ocean shore 
Treasure ita mystic murmurs ; all the wiods 
From the bleak moody East to that soft gale 
That wantons with the summer** dewy flowers. 
Familiar its dark burthen waft abroad. 

Is it an utterance of the earth ? a sound 
From the green barrows of the andent dead ? 
Doth fierce Casslvelan's cold sleep disdain 
That less than Ctsmr with a maste/s step 
Walk his free Britain? Doth thy restlesn grave^ 
Bonduc% to the slavish air burst ope. 
And thou, amid the laggard cars of war, 
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Cry, ^^ Harness and away r But far and wide, 15 

As when from marish dank, or quaking fen. 

Venomous and vast the clouds uproll, and spread 

Pale pestilence along the withering land, 

So sweeps o^er all the isle his wasting bands 

The ocmqueror Saxon ; he, far worse, far wOTse 20 

His drear o(»itagion, that the body^s strength 

Wastes, and with feverish paUor overlays 

The heaven-«hap'd features ; this the nobler soul. 

With slavery's base nckliness attaints, 

Making man's life more hideous than his death. 25 

Thames rolls a Saxon tide ; in vain delays 

Deep Severn on Plinlimmon's summits rude 

His narrow freedom, tame anon «idures 

Saxon dominion : hi^ with arms uplift. 

As he had marched o'er necks <^ prostrate kings, 30 

Caswallon on the southern shore of Trent 

Drives onward, he nought deeming wcxi, while aught 

Remains unwon. But still that wonderous voice. 

Like vulture in the grisly wake of war. 

Hovers, and flings on air his descant strange, 35 

^^ Vengeance and Vi^ilaiice T— in van, in rear. 
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Around, above, beneath, tlie cluuds of Heaven 

Enshroud it in their misty folds ; earth speaks 

From all her oives^ " Vengeance and Vigilance 1*' 

Aye, at that sound the Briton crest assumes 40 

High courage and heroic shame, he wears 

With such bold mien his slavery, he might seem 

Lord over fortune, and with calm disdain 

He locks his fettersj like proud batde arms. 

Without a foe o'er this wide land of ibea 45 

Marcheth tlie Saxon. City, tower, and fort 

On their harsh hinge roll back their summoned gates, 

With Buch a sullen and reluctant jar, 

SubmissioD seems defiance. Though to fear 

Impassive, scarce the Victor dare unfurl 50 

Banner of conquest on the jealous mr. 

Less perilous were frantic strife, wctc wrath 

Desperate of life, and blind to death, wild hate 

Of being struck all heedless so it strike, 

Than this high haughty misery, that tierce woe 55 

Baffles by brave endurance^ and confronts 

With cold and stem content edness all ill. 

Outrage, and insult, ravage, rape, and wreck. 
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Widim iu nttkj pnos; Jbrdi jbob 
Bursu the red captive, to tbe Iwid Ihbveb 
Upfcaps. and with ite warpm^ Amat a£ Mihi 6S 

Shiiu from the pale worid the ■iiiifTiiB Sob. 
But in their camp, in fetor cfiras jad Ml, 
The lordi J rofaben aaxe. Mi iiiIiIhl' praod, 
EthEi^ and Erie, and Kk^ ibr ooundl BO, 
For council and caroual ;* so tfaer decB^d 70 

Thednmken sense muld hanfier daing gmip^ 
And the bdd r^d of the Uood, the «d 
Fliuh to more noble Tafianoe, strong deair 
In fierce embrace to meet that miatres dark, 
Duger: Hoane din of meniraent, the air 75 

Smote vith meet minic Mending loud and deepi 
But HoTM lighting with disdainful mirth 

* De paee deoiqae ac bdio pkminqiie m ooorinb oocksnhaot ; ***"pf 
uaOo mMp» mpMc mat ad <iiii{>lien coptM&MMO patat amMoa* aat ad 
liocaktcai. Tac Genu 
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His broad bright cye^ 'gan scx>ff with rugged jest 

** 111 have we done, though for one aiiuiptiious feast 

Be our'*s this spacious isle, ill have we done ; — 80 

That in our pR>digal and heedless waste 

Of those tail high-born Britons spared we none 

To tilt at with our thlMy spears, and sc^e 

The frost mid slumber from our sluggish hearts. 

Now hang we fortli our banners to disport 65 

In the smootli breeze, our armours steeled clasps 

To summons soft of Lady's tender hands 

Surrender ; or go joust the hardy t^iks 

For pastime. Oh, along these velvet plains 

To prance 'mid timorou?i hinds with their pale souls 90 

In their white faces, heralds crouching low, 

With looks beseeching, voices meek, dasp'd hands ; 

'Tis tame and wearisome as at dead noon 

To rock upon the flat and lazy sea."' 

" This too,^ cried hoary Cerdic ; " this bright sword 
Loathes its long Christian fast, yet not despairs 9S 

Erewhilc to glut with Imnquet rich and fuU 
Its ravening blade ; for trust me, fiery Erie, 
Many a fierce steed bath btook*d the brazen curbt 
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That chaTd anon, from his high seat to dust lOO 

Hath shaken his pale rider ; Erie, I read 

In yon bow'd foreheads sterner characters 

Than abject, tame allegiance, homage base : 

There the firm purpose, meditation deep, 

And study ci revenge ; the wand of peace 105 

Is in their hands, but in their souls they grasp 

The battle-axe and spear.*" — ^A bitter laugh 

Came with the fierce reply, ^^ Shall H(N-sa watch 

The shiftings in the visage of a slave ; 

I issue forth my mandate,, and ^tis done, 1 10 

Whether with cloudy or with sunshine brow 

I know not and regard not'' — Cerdic's voice. 

Ruffled to somewhat cX prophetic tone : 

^^ Not, Horsa, to the stones, the deaf dull stones, 
Nor the cold current of the senseless winds U^ 

Speaks that wild orator, the Man, whose paths 
Are hidden as the ways of fate, unknown 
Who knoweth all, who seeth all unseen, 
Nor like the lightning shaft his presence dread 
Divulgeth, but to shatter, but to slay. 1 20 

Whose breath beneath the soft dove's snowy down 
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A soul might breathe of valour to outsoar 

The falcon's pitch of pride : 1 tell thee, Erie, 

This soft effeminate Britain^ to our sway 

Gentle and pliant as a willow wand^ 125 

Will that dark Man uprear a ponderous Mace 

To crush our infant empu^e." — " Man I hath man 

Curdled the hlood of Offa, made his soul 

Patient of that pale trembhng motion^ fear^ 

And Offa live, live shameless of his shame, ISO 

Amid his peers with unblench'd front to say, 

These knees have quaird, these stubborn joints have felt 

The aspin^s coward fluttering, and the Sun 

That saw his flight, hath seen not his revenge. 

Cerdic, the name of perishable man 135 

Thou dost belie, ao tithng beings dim ; 

Viewless and formless denizens of air. 

That sport and dally with the human shape 

Making of mortals to their mortal peers, 

Dark things of doubt and danger. We had sworn, 140 

Gurmund and Sigvart, ^lla^ Attilar, 

And other six, than whom no German arm 

Sways heavier the long lance, nor German foot 
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Treads firmer battle's crimson paths, I speak, 
Fiery-sourd Horsa, to thy front; to thine, 145 

High-sceptred Hengist ! mortal steel we Bwdre 
Should choke that full-v(nc'd Wanderer's damoroiis 

breath. 
Sage oath ! as to adjure our louls, and vow 
Th' irregular mad ocean our word " Peace*' 
Should hearken, and sleek smooth his cresting waves. 
But g£uly went we forth with brand and bow, 151 

Like hunters to the chase, scoffing our prey. 
< Now if he meet us in his mortal shape. 
Let h'mi melt bade into his native air ; 
Then shall he scape' — high o'er mir path a rock iS5 
Hung beetling, from its summit came a voice, 
^ Behold him !' — with the voice a fragment vast. 
An earthquake had been weak to hurl it forth; 
Two stately necks to die low earth sank down. 
And o'er them that huge mass lay stem and still, \$0 
Like ao old giant's monument But we 
Leap'd onward, MUsl met the dark unknown. 
Heavy with ruin hung his arm in air, 
But in his valiant heart a javelin stood, 
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Drinking the crimson life. Still oil we swept, 165 

Manj a wild league o'er moor and marish awampi 

Forest and wold, and still our pathway lay 

O^er the warm corpses of our foremost peers. 

Sole, sad survivors of our host, we came^ 

Sigvart and Offa ; on the giddy brink 170 

Of precipice abrupt the Conqueror paus'^d, 

Af weary witii his prowess, our defeat. 

To mock us with the calmness of his rest. 

'* Now come what will," cried Sigvart, ** come what may. 

Or thou> or I, or both,'* — Then on he sprung, 17 5 

Yet not the more relaxed tliat shape of gloom 

Its stem contemptuous quiet, wav'd hiB arm 

With motion less of strife tlian proud command, 

And then of Sigvart's fall the deep abyss 

Sent up a hollow sound. I fled, proud Peera^ 180 

I aay again, I fled, and^ or disdained 

That being dark a lone and single foe : 

Or by the shielding of our mightier Groda 

I ^scap'd^ — ** I too (cried Herminganl), I too 

Of that mysterious Wanderer have known 165 

The might and savage mercy. I had strsy''d 
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Into a fabric fiur, of Christian Gods, 

A fiine it seemed, rich-crested pillars ranged 

On either side, above the hollow roof 

Aye lessening, seemed to melt into the air 190 

On which it floated. — High uprearM there shone 

An altar, bright with chalice, lamp, and cup 

All of the flaming gold. I rushed to seize, 

An arm was on my neck, that dashed me down 

Like a soft infant ; then a vengeful voice 195 

Struck on my dizzy hearing — ** But thy blood 

Would dye this holy pavement with foul stain. 

Heathen, thy soul and mortal shape were rent 

Asunder.'*— As I fled, I tum'd — reclined 

Low by that altar on his knees, all quenched 200 

Fierce wrath and fiery menace, drooping all 

Stem pride of mastery, triumph, and high scorn 

That wild Unknown, calm, not with weariness ; 

Grentle, but not with sleep. Majestic light 

Beamed on the quiet of his heavenward brow, 205 

Yet human tears stood glittering in his eyes. 

My thoughts were vengeance, but the cold clear air 

Went creeping up my veins, an avrful frost 
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Drank up the languid current of my blood, 

And unrevenged I fled that tranquil Man.'" 210 

Upeprang young Abka, and beauteous scorn 
Currd his smooth cheek — ^" in tumult or jii calm ; 
But have he blood within liis lieating veius^ 
Mine is a steel of such a searching thirsty 
'Twill drain its crimson sourc^,'^ " Thou ! wanton Boy,'* 
The pale laugh wrinkling on hiu sweUing hp, 216 

** Thou I thou i (cried Offa) with thy mother's milk 
Yet white within thy beardless cheek,'" — " Proud Jute, 
The stem of Woden is a mounting tree, 
Its saplings soar to meet the golden Sun, 220 

While tamer shrubs creep with base trail on earth. 
Hengistj my King, my Brother ! by our Sire 
I swear, tliat ne'er again metlieglin cup 
Shall sparkle on these lips, till I have met 
This mystic deity of Offa's fear." 225 

Then on the Monarch tum'd all eyes ; he sate 
In darkness, or by chance, or art the lamps 
Streamed bright and yellow down the festal board 
But fell no ray within his folded robe. 
Yet wore not Hengist on his brow his soul, 230 
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High spttke be from its cold and statdy cakn. 

Law to the lavdess, to the daimtkas dread; 

But his were rarer qualities of power. 

Dominion o'et hiauelf ; deep, deep within 

Dwelt all the stormy passions ; by no eye 2S6 

Pierced in its dark abiding lay the spirit 

Wi& all its shames and grandeurs, loves and haSea, 

And all its greedy family of lusts. 

Though now there seem'd beneath his royal crown 

A faint uncertain palenes^ as of fear 240 

Not wholly quelled, and on his cheek and lip 

Hover'd a quivering moticm, ere he spake, 

But cool his speedi.-^-^^ Presumptuous youth, diy oath 

Though wild, is holy — Woden guard thee wdL 

Yet art thou sole in madness ? time hath been 345 

When the brave phrenzy of rash daring spread 

A broad contagious flame through all our camp ; 

Till not a sword but sham'd its sluggish sheath. 

Needed not Saxon king, as now, to gild 

Fair danger ere it pleased, as now prodain 350 

Rich guerdon to the warrior, that aspires 

To rival Woden's bkod, and be the peer 
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Of Abisa m pa-il and renown. 

More lofty dtitiejs fetter thee and me. 

High Horsa" — (for the fiery warrior's hand 255 

Had started to his sword^'s familiar hilt) 

Rob we not of their fame the valiant Erles."" 
No seat was vacant, not a voi^e came forth, 

As be were lingk in his shame sate each, 

Nor dared on his compeers to look, in fear 260 

Soul might be there more daimtleas than his own. 
Blank silence aU ! but loud that silenee spake. 
Not vainly, S«mor, worn thy title proud, 
Avenger ! by thy countty's Conquerors thou 
Magnificendy deified ; so soared ^5 

Thy mortal virtue o'er their tamer Gods. 
Not that the vassal dements thy sway 
Hearkened, nor beings of the middle air 
StoopVl on their gUsfcening wings to work thy will- 
Avenger I but tm thee, the Almighty wrought 270 
Most manrlous, most miraclous ; in tfiy soul, 
That nobler field, high wonders manifold 
L^Kkured to light and lustre : for what thought 
Unwing'd by inbroath'd Godhead eVr might dream 
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Of glory to be bom from this broad night 275 

Of desolation and de^ darkness, strive 

For faint, impalpable, and airy good. 

Through the thick clouds of evil and of woe. 

Strong, stately constant, like an eagle set 

To drink the last light of the parting sun ? 280 

What heart of earthly clay, that neVr imbibed 

HoUer and purer ether, might endure 

Danger, dismay, despair, all ills, that wring 

Within, and rack and rankle ? not alone 

Fierce wrong and insult of triumphant foe, 285 

But worse, far worse, from those our fiiends misdeemM, 

Pity of calm, cold cowards, or rude scorn 

From sleek and smiling slaves ; or scoff and mock 

At thy hard sufferings from those ingrate hearts 

For whom thou suffer'^st ; these the woes that wait 290 

That nobly desperate, who with stedfast hand 

The statue of his country^s fame, down dashM 

And trampled by barbarian feet, ingrained 

With the coarse dust and black, before the world 

Would rear again to sovereignty and state. 295 

But thou didst strive and suffer, thou didst hope, 
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And therefore in thy dark and silent deeds 

Beam'd manifest Gcxl's Spirit ; till in thee 

Even tlie base body that e'er clogs and clouds 

The nobler energies^ its stale infimi 300 

Shook off, and by communion close assumed 

The soul's iminortal essence, or the soul 

A climate and pecidiar atmoiiphere 

Spread mund its weaker instrument of power* 

Hence human accidents of heat and cold, 305 

Famine and thirst, wasting and weariness, 

Fell light and thin upon thy tranquil frame, 

Like flakes of snow upon tii' unbroken lake ; 

Thus didst thou pass most fearle&s, and most feared ; 3 10 

By virtue, and thy foeman's dread, array 'd 

In attributes of strong divinity ; 

Danger became thy safety, thy renown 

Grew from tliy utter desperate wretchedness. 

But now the more enjoyed that Ssaon youth 
His sohtude of glory ; forth he springs 3 ! 5 

Hasty, lest valorous repentance fire 
Some rival Erie of half his peril yet 
To wrong him. In his tent, soft languid sounds 

L 
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Expiring on her £dling lute, arose 

To welcome home her Lord his beauteous slave ; 320 

His slave ! is that her slavery, round his neck 

The snowy girdle of her arms to wreathe ? 

To catch a master^s mandate doth she raise 

The bashful fringes of her eyes, and meet 

Those glances of no lordly scorn, that soothe 325 

Her gentle wayward angriness of love. 

Soothe, dare not chide, that coldness faint and brief 

That would be wooed, but sweeter to be w<»i ? 

Nor dares not she withhold that arm uprais'd 

From their high stand the furniture of fight, 330 

Glaive, corslet, morion to displace ; her touch 

Now clings with sc^ resistance, playful now 

Thwarts his stem purpose.— •^^ Oh, remove not them ; 

In hours of absence, thou too dearly lov'st. 

They are my comfort, my companions they, 335 

My all but thou : the dusky shades of eve 

Brown o er their glittering steal, and there array, 

A bright and armed man, th^ officious air 

Gives motion, and ^itli all thy graceful pride 

Shakes the light plumage, thou art there, in spite 340 
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Of thy own tardy Imgering, ihou art there. 

Oh, I have woke at midnight, when my soul 

With thee hath been a waiiderer ilirough sad fieids, 

^Mid death and battle, though my lightest touch 

Had prov^'d thee by my side, yet my faint hand $45 

Lack'd courage with that dangerous proof to front 

My unsubstantial fears. Oh tlien, if light 

Of star or moon on their bhie surface gleamVl, 

Or wind awoke them into 3ound, agmn 

Calm on my pillow droop*d my cheek to rest, S50 

Secure to find thee sweetly alunibering there. 

Yet, yet unwon, oh, lighten that cold brow. 

And I will sing the soft and sleepy mng 

That makes a woman of thy angry eyes, 

Lulls the rude tumult in thy troubled breast, 355 

Leaving nought there but melody and me.** 

Then started she to feel how hard and cold 
Between her and her bosom's restmg place 
The corslet lay, by stealth her fond embrace 
Supplanting; gently his one arm declined 3G0 

Over her neck, in careless fondness hangs, 
Busy the other, its rude office frames 
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Linking the breastplate's clasps ; now holds he back 

From her approaching lips his cheek, to fix 

The weighty morion; but her garrulous grief 365 

Paused not-*^^ At midnight ! now ! <^ brave misdeemed. 

Misdeemed, who only th^ open day would front 

With his bold armour ; who but I would love, 

I, weak and brainack, one whose valoui: shrouds 

Its prowess in the cloudy gloom of night ? 370 

Oh not, oh not to war, thou goest to win 

Some lovelier or some newer bride. Gro, go. 

Though faithless, barbarous, cruel, cold to me. 

Yet make not her too wretched, make not her 

Heartsick with sad expectance.^ — ^But her arms 375 

Belied her desperate language, closer clasped 

With more than maiden strength. " O, stmiy heart. 

And I for thee forsook my infant home. 

Where all my steps were music, all my smiles 

Glad sunshine to my parents wintry blood, 380 

That glanced like summer waters at my sight : 

For thee did violence to my virgin fame : 

By war's rude force might I have seem'd enthralled, 

A luckless, [ntied damsel ; my fond heart 
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* HI brook'd the course reproach ot'ravisher 3S5 

Should couple with a name so dear as thine* 
At night-fall fled I to thee ; even as now 

^ The stars shone beauteous, and a kindly gloom 
Curtained our meeting even as now ; no change 
From soft and fond and gentle, but in thee*'* — 390 
" Peace, trembler, peace i to-morrow^s dawn shall hail. 
Borne in the fJtield of honour, on the necks 
Of his tall peers, thy Abisa; no voice 
Silent, no quiet in the troubled air, 
Restless with his hymnM triumph, Offa's heart 395 

Sick with wan envy. Then, Myfanwy, then 
My glory shall make rapture of thy tear^s, 

' And thou shalt bless the grief that wrings thee now." 
** Oh, glory hath a stem and savage mate, 
Danger, her lawless paramour, enfolds 400 

Her beauties in his churlish arms, Oh pause, 
And yet farewell, 'tis exquisite to part. 
For oh, thou weep'st at parting, \wast past hope 
To see a tear on that stem fac« for me/' — 

She hath her last cold kiss throttgh tlie barr'd hekn 
Won hardly ; she is calm as though it dwelt 406 
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Tet an her lips, she hears his parting steps. 

Yet lingers on her dieek that Uquid gbw. 

That brilliant harmooy of smile and tear 

That at the presence of the one beIov*d 4)0 

Fbts o'&r the settled purjde of the cheek. 

Oh, if soft woman hath her wilder fears, 

She hath her wildo- hopes, for man^s stem gra^ 

Too thin, too airy ! ^^ Never yet found false, 

Thou wilt return ;'^ (so wanton'^d her gay dreams) 415 

^^ So young, so kn'cly, fate would shame to snatch 

So early the choice glories of the earth.^ — 

Then sate she down triumphal coronets 

To weave, but not in modest quiet grief. 

And gentle reagnatioB pale and mild, 420 

But with a dancing heart and bri^t blithe eye ; 

And when her eyelids droop'd, soft o*er her came 

A sweet inconstant slumber, such as sleep 

Love-dreaming maidaus ere their bridal mom. 

But through the clear calm night, the azure plain 
Of heaven, with all its glittering paths of light 426 

Distinct and dazzling, mov^d that fair-hair^d youth ; 
So, if old fable may be won to smile 
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Its grace upon our darker tale, the boy, 

Smooth^heek'd Endymion, his enamoured Moon 430 

Wooxl with no lawless witchcraft from her sphere ; 

Nor she delay 'd, her silver-sandard feet 

Gliding and glandng o'er the dews she came. 

And curtained in a doud of snowy light, 

Mock'd mortal harps that hyuin'd her c»ld and chaste. 

No amorous fancies o'er thy downlcss cheek 436' 

Flushing their rosy heat, no lo%'e-Upp'd tones 

In sweet distiirbance stealing on the air, 

Young Abisa ! witli more imperious charm 

Thou suninion'st from wild wood or cavemM heath, 440 

Nor vainly, tlieir fierce habitant. Behold, 

A shadow by thine own, its stately length 

On the white dews advancing; at tliy side 

The Avenger, as upspriing from nether earth. 

Then fatal gladness leaped in that young heart, 445 
He flung his vii;or'd helmet proudly up, 
And dash'd defiance Against fierce Ofta's dread. 

But Samor, for when his pure heart was wean'd 
From aU the faint and feeble of his kind, 
The mercies clung mtliin, and gentleness 450 
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So mjngled with his natmey thai it slaked 

Even the hlood-thirstiiig phreozr of lerenge ; 

Samor that beauteous youth surveyed, the stars 

Glimmered a blue and hazy light, that shewed 

His soft locks spreading their bright clusters wide, 45S 

His vermeil cheek most lovely in its wrath. 

And brow that seem*d to wonder and ddight 

At its own dauntleasness. So tall, so fiur ; 

Oft had he imaged his own perished boy 

In flower of youth, that flower which never hkx>m*d. 4^ 

Tender and mild his vcHce, as though he spttke 

Even to that dead befov'd — " Oh, brave and fair. 

Why thus abxMul amid the silent night. 

With menace and fierce gesture wild and strai^ ?^ 

^* Thou heardst my call, thou scest my arms,my aim 465 

Idly thou question' St'' — " Tb not, gentle youth. 

Thy golden luxury of hair, nor cheek 

Warm in the rosy wantonness of youth. 

But thy brave bearing, gallant mien and proud. 

That winds long-banishM mercy round my sword, 470 

To save from it one Saxon life/' — " Soft praise, 

And sweet from lady's Ups, but not to hear 



THE BRIGHT CITV, 



Smooth Flattery*s descant come I, but to win 

What, being won, is in its lofty self 

Imprishable beauty, garlands youth 

Widi honour parsing the white liairs of age. 

Glory, the life of life.^-^" And is there none 

Whose pillow ilreanis of thee are haunting now ? 

No mother, wliose last waking thought was hope^ 

At mom J to meet thee in thy wonted glow 

Of loveliness and life ? No gentle maid 

Whom the bare thought of paleness in thy cheek, 

Of death''s wan chill upon thy brow, would waste 

And wither like the cankered flower of spring ? 

Return to her, oh fmr, high-minded youth! 

Ere yet too late, return." — But more delay 

The hot youth brook'd not ; down he clasp'd his helm. 

And leaping to Uie frantic onsets cried, 

" Now, Offkj for thy shame, and for thy meed, 

My broilier Hengist r — ^As when lightning flame 490 

Dashes at midnight oVr his slumbering lids. 

Up starts the wild steed, all hia tawny mane 

Bristling and blazing, he devours the earth 

In furv ; even so sudden those rash words 
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Set flames upon the Avenger's brow, set wrath 495 

On the impetuous motion of his spear. 

Oh, holy Night I in thy injurious gloom 
How blank the proud distinctions of man^s fame ! 
Languor and loftiness, and shame and pride 
In one dead darkness, deep forgetfulness, 500 

Lie, as within a grave, till Virtue^s self, 
But for her haughty consdousness within. 
Might weary of her mute and viewless deeds. 
Secret and still, that I might violate 
Thy mysteries, and redeem from envious gloom 505 
That Saxon boy's dead honours, dearly won. 
Most dearly, yet most nobly. Mom shall tell 
Xhe issue of that conflict, but no mom 
Will dawn upon his silent, perish'd praise. 

Two hours are past, alone the Avenger mores 510 
Under the stars of heaven ; 'tis midnight deep. 
Now comes his hour of soilness ; love-«ick boy. 
Tuning soft phrenzies to his wanton lute. 
Is not more wild, fantastical, or fond, 
Than Britain's stately hope, high Hengist's dread. 5 1 5 
For ever at this hour, of parted joy 
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Dim gleams revisk his tomaksa soul, 

like once-lov^d mudc o'er a maniac^s ear, 

Faintly and feebly sweet, the dead put on 

Their earthly lustre, Enieric comes, as fiur .520 

As fiiom the bridal altar, but less coy. 

In fervent full abandonment of love. 

The breezes are melodious ^th her voice. 

The dews are printed by hor slender feet. 

She flows into his arms, iier fond embrace 525 

Is warm upon his souL Thus aye she comes. 

Or when 'tis wintry in the starless skies. 

Or when the moonlight bathes the earth, to her 

Heaven opes its crystal portals, beauteous light 

Ushers her presence, deep can ne^er estrange 530 

That luxury frcNU his heart ; when consdousness 

Of all things earthly alumbereth and is dead, 

She haunts within, her sweet intrusion clings 

To the luU'd spidt, senseless but to her, 

All, all the living of the man is ho-'s. 535 

Oh, in their dreamings, their communions wild 
With airy, immaterial visitants. 
Most differ Guilt and Virtue ; there are shapes 
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Hideous and hateful, snaky Gorgon smiles, 

And all the fabled populace of heU, 540 

Brooding disquiet o^er the thorny couch ; 

But Virtue's visions are almost as fair 

As Angels blest realities ; to thee 

Lovely thy nightly visitant, sad Chief! 

As to man, sinless yet in Eden's bowers, 545 

On beds of odorous amaranth asleep, 

Yet uncreated, came his virgin bride. 

Delicate phantom ; then his fresh pure soul 

Amorous enchantment, first entrancM, first rose 

That our best feeling, of lost Paradise 450 

That sole surviving pleasure, holy love. 

Beauteous thy blue uprising, mist-rob^d Mom ; 
AU thy bright glittering of fantastic dews 
With their thin tissue silkening the green meads, 
And all thy music of blithe leaves that dance 555 

In the caressing breeze, and matins gay 
From all the living woodland. Sleep is pleasM 
To be so sweetly banishM her soft reign. 
But dreary are thy sounds, and sad thy light 
On the lewd wassail, riots orgies rude, 5^ 

Polluting day with sights that shame dark night. 
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Now from the state pavilion forth are pourd 
The iynod of higli banqueters, their eyes 
Hot with loose raptures and distempered joy> 
Voluptuously turbulent their souls. $B5 

Right in their way stfXKl fix'd a lofty spear. 
Not witli gay garland crown^'d, or streaming silk^ 
Butj with that beauteous head that yesternight 
Confronted them with graceful pride ; the cheek 
Where wantonly youtli"'s rosy Ijanner gleam'^d, 5^0 

Palej dewy, stiftening, lifeless, lustreless ; 
Part matted willi red damp the golden locks 
Clung round tlie spear, part curling on the air^ 
Sad semblance sliewM of life, in all the rest 
Making the stillness and fixM cold more dread* 5? 5 

No cheek was there so bright, voluptuous heart 
So hot, but, like bleak snow, fear fell on it 
With a cold thrill and searching ; if their sight 
Had yet prception, humbler chiefs might draw 
From high example comfort for tlieir dread ; 54iD 

Brow might they sec with kingly crown bese(. 
White, sad, and shrunken as their own* Alone, 
Fierce smil'd the pride of Offa; he held up 
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To those wan lips the sparkling shell of mead : 
" Drink, thou hast kept thy oath, drink, sofUlippM boy !^ 
O'er all the camp spread loud and wide and fiur 586 
The name of Abisa ; Myfanwy heard 
Where lay she dreaming half, and fabling half 
Of garlands and of gay triumphal pomp. 
How nimble aire the feet that bear light hearts. 51K) 

She is gone forth, and all for joy forgot 
The veil e'er wont to dim her dazzling cheek, 
Forgot the braiding of her hair, the maid 
So soft, so timorous, at the wantm breesse 
She oft hath trembled, 'neath day's ejre retired 595 

Even fix)m the fondness of her own loved youth. 
Through files of wairiors, who uneasque their brows 
To fill their curious gaze, shelitirries on, 
She knows not what she sees, and only knows, 
She sees not what she seeks, that ch^k, that eye 600 
Which fed on her with such excess of love 
'As if 'twere worse than blindness to lose sight 
Of its sole idol ; only she is blithe. 
She only smiling ^mid those many sad. 
She meets even all she longs for ; up from earth <$05 
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{For now from that sad eminence of soom 

Had friendly hand removed it, now had clean&'d 

Its damp defilement) that dear face on her 

Settled its fixed and inexpressive gaze. 

Her mien was atraogel j rational^ lier Irxik G 1 

Like one that caJtiily ponderM what it saw* 

Her voicse articulate and passionless. 

" Who hatli done this T — "The Avenger, the unknown^ 

Spake many voices.^** Oh, my hands are weak ; 

Ye see them soft and delicate and white, 61 5 

But thou, and thou, and thou, art bold and strong, 

And bcar*st bright armour, ye wiU sure requite 

The slaughter on the slaughterer^s head-**— *Ensu«d 

Brief moments of a stagnant grief, life pauaVl^ 

As 'twould prolong unconsciousness^ delay 620 

Yet, yet that state that wakes with waking sense* 

Then kindled up he? eye, but not with joy. 

Then flushed her cheek a light and sanguine red, 

That its fair marble flitted o'er, but left 

Nor tinge nor warmth ; she snatcli'd up to her heart 

That lifeless thing and fled ; as some fond bird 626 

With spread wings hoYering o'er her nest, looks round 
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At some blacic shape of fear, then turns to see 

If yet her caUow brood are slumbering safe, 

So wandering her dim eye on fil around, G30 

Anon with full intensity of love, 

Settled on her cold care. She reachM the tent, 

There miserly her treasure she o'erbroods ; 

She lays it on her lap, and sings to it, 

Now gazes as she thought even yet those eyes 635 

Might open, those wan lips their wonted sounds 

Murmur, now almost sees a forming smile : 

Now gaily carols on her broken songs. 

Ever his favourite, most familiar tones. 

And now breaks off, as fearful to disturb 610 

His quiet slumbers, only speaks in smiles. 

Language by him e'er understood, and once, 

Once her rash lips approached : so pass*d the hours 

From earliest morning till the setting sun. 

Then that wild spirit and playfulness of grief 645 

Saddened to drear sobriety, gave place 

Sweet-dreaming twilight to the bright dear day. 

Then first she thought of beasts and fowls obscene 

Battening on his fair limbs, no hand to heap 
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The wflnty pity of a little eartli 


850 


^1 


Upon the htwwe^ the princdyj and die fair : 




^H 


Envious of partner in her sacred toiJ^ 




^H 


Bearing her cold wan burthen in her arras, 




^H 


Alone upon the pious quest she speeds. 




^1 


She fears not, ah too wretched now to fear 1 


«fi» 


^H 


Darkness is on her stepa^ but what to her 




^H 


Though nature's rich varieties are blank ? 




^H 


Her guide the unblinded sympathies within; 




^H 


The love that linkM her to his living soul 




^H 


Will light her to him lifeless; yon wan stars. 


660 


^H 


That struggle with the haze, are bright enough 




* ^^^^^^1 


^ To beam upon the dead. But now more fast 




^H 


Their golden cressets multiply, naore dear. 




^H 


And lo fierce Ofia in her pth : his eye 




^H 


Fix'd on her widi a rude imperious lust. 


66i 


^H 


As the pollution of his bad desires 




^H 


Did honour to their victim* But the maid. 




^1 


Unbelieving, tmsuspecting aught impure. 




^H 


With sweet beseeching, ahnost with caress, 




^H 


Would win her onward passage ; when her soul 


670 


^H 


Was startled into fear, she would not think. 




^H 


M 




J 
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Socfa lavage noitxire dweit in bmnaa bearcf . 

She vepc, she sucil, slie (hew tiie ral 2ivxt, 

Upheid that k^eij Eyeless cfam^ — in rm : 

The SMomj (k?ve b in cfae mde kite's gnapt» ^5 

Pale, flutrerixig, lamci^; upoo HeaTen jiie cdTd, 

CmeOj cahn bxik*d oo her the oooi ikies; 

She calTd on Abisa, but ool j itii 

More deeplj that eoid gbsaness ai £ne. 

That dull, indifferent vitness of her ahaaie; 6Sa 

But in the stress and hurry of despair 

Stnmge energies were hers, with firantic Toice 

She calTd on the Avenger — Lo, he oomesy 

TerriUe in tlie alence of his arms. 

And earth is dank with Offii's histful Uood. G85 

But her first motion was a frantic kiss 

On Abisa''s cold lips, as though for him 

Proud of the untainted treasure of her love ; 

Then turned to her preserver, but with looks 

Of loathing more than thankfulness; he stood 690 

In gentle majesty serene, yet pnmd 

Of that light victory, of prevented crime 

Severely joyful ; bitter strife of heart 
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Spake in her language—" Had it been but death, 


^H 




I yet had citrs'd thee ! oh, look here, look here l 


^^M 




(AjuI she withdrew the clustering curls that veil'd 


^H 




The rigid deathfulness of that fair brow) 


.^H 




Oh, one sole feeling to this dead heart seemM 


^H 




A duty and delight, the hate of thee. 


^1 




Cruel J even that thou emiest me, even that,'*— 


^M 




" That, British maiden f is a Saxon's face, 


^H 




Yet mourns thy amorous heart in guilty tears P" 


^H 




** Is there not beauty in a Saxon* s cheek, 


^^^^1 




Is there not music on a Saxon's tongue, 


^H 




Is there not tenderness in Saxon hearts ? 


^H 




Oh, he IS kind and true, his love to me 


^1 


|[ 


Almost as deep and fond, as mine to him. 


^H 




Wild that I am, he was, that fatal was 


^H 




Makes agony my sacred thought of him*'' — 


^H 




" Maiden^ by Wye's transparent stream abode 


^H 




An aged pair, and their declining day 


^^H 




One beauttxius chiJd enlightened, and disp^ns'd 


^^H 




Soft moonlight oVr their darkening eve; they thought ^^^^H 




The only pajig of death from her to part. 


^H 


• 


But heav>- was their sinking to the grave, 

• - 


^H 


k 




m 
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For that fiyr beam in undiaste darknew quenched 

Its yiigin lustre, and its light withdrew, 

Of their cM limbs the life : alone they dwdt^ 

In discontent and cold distaste c£ aU, 

As her ingratitude had made them sick 720 

Of the world'*s hoUowness, and if she fieuTd 

All earthly things must needs be false and firaiL 

They neW reproach 'd her, for so near the grave 

They could not hate; but for her sake they loathed 

Each old familiar face, that once they lov'd. 725 

Where she was wont to wander, wanderM they ; 

The gaitlen flowers she tended, they bound up 

With woeful care ; their chill and shaking hands 

Made tremulous music with her lute, I shrunk 

In hoary age to see such childish joys. J f Kf' 

They felt one after pleasure, the same hour 

They glided from their woes, their parting breath. 

Blended in languid blessings on her head. 

For her went suppliant to the throne of God, 

Their lost Myfanwy.^ — Trembling stood she there, 735 

Like one that strives to weep, but the hard tears 

Arc frozen in their source. '^ Oh thou and I, 
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Swaet Abisa {to that cold head she spake). 

We will go weep upon their graves, and win 

Their spirits to forgiveness ; when they hear 7'^*> 

How fenent and how fatal w*ere our loves. 

Heaven will lend airs to waft their mercy down/' 

*^ Fond Maid, beware ! repentance must be chaste 

And spotless as the unsunn'^d snow ; wilt thou 

Yet wanton with the memory of thy sin, 745 

Bad thoughts at revel in thy heart, with vows 

Lightly made up of guilty breath impure. 

Pollute and sieten the clear ajr that dwells 

About the holy dwellings of the dead ; 

Waver from God to Pa^^n paminour J$0 

With wandering loose affections*'" ** Hard and cold, 

Be thou content to have robb'd this wiilow'd heart 

Of that most lovely breathing thing earth bor^j 

But spare, oh spare, the sinless, senseless dead ! 

Cruel, by yon bright stars I oft have sworn 755 

Ne'er to forego him ; shall I crown my sins 

With perjury? I will weep, and fast, and pray. 

And wear the rougJi stones with my tender knees, 

tso thou wilt leave me my sad thoughts of hini 
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Oh, God hath grace for all ; my earliest prayer 760 
Shall be for mercy on his perished soul, 
The next for those who dying pray'd for me, 
And for my sad and sinful self the last^ 
Most exquLute sorcery of womankind ! 
Even to the fall'n some cherished loveliness 765 

Yet clings, with innocent hypocrisy 
Tricking their failures in such tender hues. 
We blame with tears, enamoured while we blame. 
Even thus her fervent constancy of love 
Brightened that guilty maiden. — " God will weigh 77^^ 
With righteous hand thy sorrows and thy sins. 
Damsel, I nor absolve thee, nor condemn. 
Come thou with me, and we will reunite 
That beauteous boy's remains ; oh thou, even thou, 
Knewst thou the studious cruelties, cold crimes 77^ 
By these barbarians wrought on this sad land, 
Wouldst pardon this dishonour to the corpse 
Of that brave youth.'* — She leap'd up to his neck, 
^^ And who art thou, that doest such savage deeds. 
Yet forccst us to love thee ?" — On they past, 780 

They reached the place of death,. he dug away 
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The earth that fenced from wandering kite and wolf 

Young Abisa's fidr limbs ; he sooth'd her woes 

By soft participation, her consol'd 

By sufferingi and the Christimi^s voice rose up 785 

In prayers for mercy on a Saxon^s souL 
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How measureless to erring human aigfat 

Is glory ! Glorious thy majestic state, 

Hengbt J with capdve cities for thy thrones, 

And captiye nations thy pale satellites, 

Britain, with all her beauty, power, and wealth, 5 

Thy palace of dominion. Glorious thou, 

Caswallon, in Caer Ebranc^s stateTy courts. 

By the slow waters of the wandering Ouse, 

Bright4ceptred Renegade ! Even in your crimes 

Glitters a dazzling and meteorous pomp, 10 

Though your wild voyage hath lain through waves of 

blood. 
Ye ride triumphant in your royal port ; 
But he, sad Pilgrim^ outcast and forlorn 
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How dotli the oiidnight of his honour ghanie 


^1 


Your broad meridian, his wild freedom pass 1 


^^^H 


Your plenitude of sway, his nakedness 


^H 


Transcend your sweeping purples* rayed with gold ! 


^H 


Nor wanteth to his state its gorgeous pride. 


^H 


And high peeuliar majesty ; the pomp 


^H 


Of the conspiring elements bheds on him 20 ^^H 


Tumultuoua grandeurs ; o'er his midnight couch. 


^H 


Amid the scath'd oaks of the mountain moor. 


^H 


On its broad wings of gloom the tempest stoops. 


^1 


iVround his head in eryital coronets 


^H 


The lightning falls, as though thy tiery hand, S 


^^1 


Almighty I through the rolling clouds put forth. 


^H 


Did honour to the Freeman. Mighty winds 


^H 


And the careering thunders spread around 


^H 


Turbulent music ; darkness rivals day. 


^H 


And day with darkness vies in statelieit pride SO ^^^| 


The Avenger's lofty miseries to array. 


^H 


When from the East forth leaps the wamor Sun 


^H 


In panoply of golden light, dark cowers 


^H 


His own proud eaglcj marvelling what strong form, 


^H 


Uprising to usurp liis haughty right, 3S ^^^| 
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Drinks in the intense magnifioenoe with brow 
Undazzled and unshrinking ; nor to him 
Fails homage from the living shapes of earth: 
On him the savage, fierce and mcMistrouSy &wn 
Tame adoration ; from his nigged sleep 40 

The wild boar, sleek his bristling wrath, akwf 
Shnnks, the grim wdf no more his rest disturbs^ 
Than the calm motion of the moon she bays. 

Now, by her native sylvan Wye, that Maid, 
Left to oc^ penitence and jnayer, again 45 

Sets forth the high Avenger : now his path 
Through Towey's vale winds velvet soft and green. 
The year is in its waning autumn glow. 
But the warm Sun, with all his summer love. 
Hangs o^er this gentle valley, loath to part 50 

From the blue stream that to his amoixnis beams 
Now her cool bosom spreads, now coyer slides 
Under her alder shade, whose umbrage green. 
Glancing and breaking the fantastic rays. 
The deep dark mirror frets with mazy light. 55 

A day that seems in its rich noon to blend 
All seasons choice deliciousness, high hung ' 
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On Dinevaur and Carreg Cennon rude. 

And on bold Drusslyn gleam'd the woods their hues, 

Changeful and briUiant, as their leaves had drank 60 

The sun's empyreal fountains ; not more bright 

The groves of those Atlantic Isles, where rove 

(Dream'^d elder Poesy such fancies sweet) 

The spirits of the brave, stem Peleus' son, 

And Diomede, through bowers that the blue air 05 

Arched with immortal spring of fragrant gold. 

The merry birds, as though they had o^erdream^'d 

The churlish winter, spring-tide virelays 

Carolling, pruned their all-forgotten pliunes. 

Upon the sunny shallow lay the trout 70 

Kindling the soft gems of its skin ; the snake 

As fresh and wanton in its green attire 

Wound its gay rings along the flowery sward 

That overpowering beauty in mild bonds 
Of sweet amazement and infatuate bliss, 75 

Took prisoner Samor^s spirit. On a rock, 
TNeath a white canopy of glistening birch. 
He lay surrender^. The thin whispering leaves, 
The welling waters flow, the lingering, long. 
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Loye-dwelling descant of the joyous birds SO 

Came tT»ingiing with the languor of his sense. 
Most soothing each in turn, most slumb'ring soft. 

^is no harrii breaking in that trtun of sound 
Delicious, but a low and measured dash 
That blends and deepens all the mingling tones ; 8S 
TTis nou^t to doud or dim that slow intrudes 
On the universal brilliance, crowning all 
Moves the gay apfxoition, and fires up 
The restless glittering to intenser Uaze. 

Slow up the tide the gaudy bark comes on, 90 

Her oars scarce startling the unruffled air ; 
The waters to her swan-like prow give place. 
Along the oar-blades leap up to the sun 
In lucid flakes, and dance, as "'twere their sport 
To waft that beauteous freight And exquisite 95 

As that voluptuous Memphian on the stream 
Of Cydnus, leading with bliss-breathing smiles 
Her throngs of rash beholders, glided down 
To welcome to his soft imprisonment 
The Lord of half the world, so wond'rous fair 100 

Under an awning cool of fluttering silk 
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The Lady of tliat graceful galley sate. ^^H 




But not in her iastiuct the melting form ^^^| 




With pa^on, tlie smooth Umbs in dazzling glow ^^H 




Translucent tliruugh the thin lascivigas veilj IDS ^^^| 




Bkilful with cureless biaiKlishmeiits to fire ^^^| 




The loose iniaginationSj she herein ^^H 




Least like that Oriental harlot Queen. ^^^^ 




Of all her shape, of all her soul was pride ^^^H 




The sustenance, the luxurjs the life. 1 10 ^^H 




The innate scorn of her fuU eye repaid ^^H 




With lofty thanklessne^is the homage fawn'd ^^^| 




By her fmr handmaids, and her oarmen gay, ^^H 




Who seeni'd to wanton in their seri'ile toU. ^^^^ 




Around she gaz'dji as in her haughtiness 115 ^^^| 




She thought that God had iorm'd this living pomp ^^H 




Of woodland, stream, and rock, ber height of soul ^^^| 




To pani[)er, that to welcome her the earth ^^^| 




Attired its breathing brightnetfa, and the sun ^^^H 




Only on her look'd from \m azure sphere. 120 ^^^| 




Knows Samor that bright Lady ? Who knows not ^^H 




Amid her twinkling retinue of stars ^^H 




The queenly summer moon ? Ye too he knows, V 




The minion rowers of her royal state^ ^^^| 


1 • 
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Meet m ike am's b«d hbaat, Aev gbd mad pmid 
Each cf their iapdwil/ii[i Aor njimi wi^»> 170 

^ I know thee now, nuyestic Sdiel ! 
Hie untTiccdbfe, u nU itd b le! I know 
ThechtxenMwofFtfe! ofaDouri 
Thedesij^nmcddnfer; nordAil 
Saxcii neVr eoupkd with tkr im 
Yet think not thou fiom linrabr ; 
In pivud and knehr cxcdknce « 
For widk miiual mnl md jniut 
1 will otttsodur thee ; di» wkiiae wonaiM'^ haii 
Shall wt thee Henf^st^ paidon for tfa^r deA KM 

i^^mttr^uue; Aa m a ondi and pnjple cheek 
SwUe thee tinr hanonn bi (^mnr lierdbjm^ comfC^ 

-* Pardon, and honour, f ^y ! one alone 
Jealous prerogative of |iftrikm hold* 
O'er Samor'ft ioul, tlie ufiivenial God i Ba6 

Caer Merdhyn*t iMinourw ! Uj ikirn Vortigem 
To be imtaird prime flatterer, meekly laud 
The bounteoui-bearted monarch, who cast off 
His throne, his peofile, and his fiune, and thou^t 
For bride 10 fair the dowry all too poor.*^ 190 
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No wrath, but brighter joy the Lady's cheek 
Emblazoned : " Why should dight and tinsel ties 
Of blood and birthplace hold asunder hearts 
Kindred in grandeur ? thou art brave and free. 
And brave and free is Hengist; why disdains 195 

Valour to mate with valour, might with might ? ** 
" Valour beneath the sun goes proudly forth ; 
And in the cloudy batlle^a van affiants 
His hauberk'd foe, hut folds not secret steel 
Under the mild and festal robe of peace, 200 

Nor creeps with midnight stealth on the weak sleep 
Of women and soft infants^ — Then appeared 
Tears in her haughty eyes, tears beautifiii, 
For drops of shame they were for those black crimes 
That BeckM and dimm'd her father's blaze of fame. 205 
Still paused not the Avenger. — '* Did ray God, 
Did Britain claim the offering, I dare ho])e 
Yet I could rend from this worn heart away 
Its pleasant lust of vengeance ; private wrongs 
Are but thin drops in my full tide of hate ; 210 

But aU my country's injuries, all my God'*s 
Concentrate in the mighty passion floods 

N 
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My life, my soul, iny being; we must be, 

I and thy father, thnnigh all space of time, 

Even to the end^ Destroyer or Destroyed.*— 215 

*^ Harsh and Implacable I yet be not thou 
Discourteous : wilt thou to Ca^r Merdbyn cc»ne, 
An honour^ guest, in freedom to depart 
When, where tliou wilt, thy pledge ray royal firitli ^^ 

" A Saxon's faith T burst bitter from his hpa, 220 
He checked the upbraiding tone. ** If fraud and s'm 
In such a lovely temple hold their shrijie. 
It were not strange did fiends of darkne^ dwell 
Within yon beauteous sun V* But she with smile 
Mild as May morning on a violet bank, 22S 

« Why suyst thou ? can the Unconquerable fear ?*' 

« Fear, X^y ! fear and I are strangers now.""-^ 
** What wondrou& Bpell,"" pursued her playful mirth, 
" So steels thee F"^" One most simple and most stit^ng^ 
A calm proud conscience, and a faith in Goi* 230 

Then sate he by the Lady's side; set forth 
Upon its dancing voyage down the tide 
The bark obeisant to its dasliing oars. 
But tho^ gay mwen veering with the wind 
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Of soft court favour, 'gmn with subtle joy 


^^M 


And a>ld factitious transport hail again 


^H 


Their gentle peer, their old and honoured friend. 


. ^H 


But with a glance the imperial Lady froze 


^H 


To silence their smooth -lying lips» nor brook'd 


^H 


Idle intrusion on her rapturous feast. 


^^1 


Deeji drank she in the majesty and pomp. 


^1 


Wherewith insdnct the Avenger mov'd and npake. 


^^^^^1 


And what high beauty from heroic soul 


^H 


Emanates on Uie outward shape, nor pall'cl 


^H 


On her insatiate apptite the joy ; 


^^M 


TiH tliat commercing deep of stately thoughts. 


^M 


Proud adnuration^ and intense delight 


^H 


In what is hcort^ubliming, towering, grand, 


'^H 


Regenerate from the trance that bath'd her sense. 


^^^^H 


Sprang up a fiery passion, o'er her flowed 


^^M 


Secret the intoxicating extacy. 


^H 


Love, dangerous, deep» btolerable love. 


B 


What beauteous seeming and magnificent, 


^fl 


Weareth that brilliant sin ! now not o'er her 


^H 


Came it in melting languor, soft and bland. 


^^M 


But like her own high natiu^e, eminent^ 

f - ■ - ' ■ 


J 
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Difldainful, and elate, allied to all 

That beautified, that glorified, and seemed 

Mysterious union of upsoaring spirits. 

Wedding of lofty thoughts with lofty thoughts, 260 

And the fine joy of bang to this earth 

A thing of wonder : and as floats the air 

Clear, white, and stainless in the highest heavens, 

Seemed from its exaltation fresh and pure. 

Above all taint her amorous madness rose. 265 

Had it seem'd love, her very pride had quell'^d 

The unplum'd phantasy, her inbred soom 

WarrM on the young infirmity, but now 

Upon her soul^s bold crest it planted hi^ 

Its banner of dominicm, and she hail*d 270 

lU coming as a guest of pomp and power. 

But, though o^er aU her features mantling spread 
A vivid restlessness, a lustrous glow, 
A deepening purple, though her eye indulg*d 
Richer delirium, though her languid breath 275 

Came with a throb and struggle from her heart, 
Yet in that noble kindness that disdains 
With greedy and suspicious gaze to search 
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The sin that may be, rather chastening all 




^M 


With his own native purity, serene 


280 


^H 


The Warrior sate. The placid gliding bark. 




^H 


With motion like to stillness, flowing oti. 




^H 


Where with green diadem of woods above^ 




^H 


Beneath the white breadth of the expanding stream, 


^1 


Caer Merdhyn in the hquid noontide rose. 


285 


^1 


Fair rose Caer Merdhyn, rose her towery height 


^1 


Tlie air enrichingj nor mift-seem'd a King 




^B 


Such stately dwelling ; populous her streets. 




# •^M 


And throng'd with human faces, but o'er all 




^M 


A lassitude and heavy sadness hung, 


390 


^H 


Blankness of looks and weariness of hearts, 




^H 


And lisllessness of motion faltering on. 




^H 


With all the pomps, tlie luxuries of life. 




^H 


It seem'd a city of the dead. The shapes. 




^1 


The steps of men were there, but soul and spirit. 


, 295 


^H 


And stirring energy, and vivid mind, 




' ^1 


Fas.4on and *^xnestness in txjrpor slept. 




^H 


The cold blood stagnate in the drowsy veins : 




^H 


Alike all feelings lazy languor seal^'d. 




^B 


To still them^ not delist, the mothers held 


300 

J 
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Their infants, as the radiant Queen past on ; 

But even in them the laughing spring of joy - 

Was dead, and dry, and frozen. — " Oh, high God ! 

(So spake the Wanderer in his secret soul) 

Hath tjrranny such bleak and withering power 305 

Man'^8 heavenly essence to embrute, and thou, 

Onoe princely Vortigem, the tyrant thou ! " — 

Worse sight ! worse shame ! they reach the broad hilPs 
brow. 
Where in its royalty the palace look'd 
Awe on its vassal city ; there, even there, 3 10 

On that high threshold, armed Saxon files 
From the weak people fenced the weaker King. 
But through that legion hateful and accurst 
Onward the Avenger that bright Lady^s hand 
Led, as the Sybil sage the Love-queen's son 315 

Calm through the doleful regions of the dead. 

Withm the hall with royal banners hung. 
And shields of royal blazon, royal arms, 
Least royal he, sate Vortigem ; deep thought 
And miserable on his faded brow 320 

Traced its bleak lines, before him glittering lay 
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The crown of Britain, which liis eye panised 

With a sick sadness^ as each gem were lull 

Of woeful nunination^ blaiik remorse; 

And as bad Angels loatlie, yet upward watch, 325 

Heaven's Sun* bright type of their once radiant state^ 

Even so in bitterness that fallen King^ 

Painfully banquetting on aelf-reproacli, 

A drear remembrance of lost grandeurs drew 

From that fair ring* and cursed its blaze that flashed 330 

Past splendours o'er the darkness of his soul. 

And memory from what height to what depth atink. 

He welters in the abyss of shame profound* 

Beside him o'er his harp Aneurin bowM, 

The white-hair'd Bard^ sole faithful he, sole friend ; S35 

For minds of poets from their own high sphere 

Look down on earth's distinctiunSj high and low^ 

Sunken or soarings m the equal sun 

Sheds hght along the vale and mountain's brow. 

He in the hall of feasting who fast seafd 340 

The treasures of his harmony, now pours 

Into the wuunded heart his sjTups sweet. 

And laps it in the silken folds of sound. 
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But even akx^ his strings the infectious grief 

Hath crept, and wither'd up th«r wantonness MS 

And wajward wanderii^ of despair bdate 

- o^ 
His fidde tones : anon bursts fuU and free ^.'> ' l^- 

A start, a swdl of pride, then sinks away r. ^^Ti mJ 

Involuntary to such doleful £dl, 

Miserrio musical, its languid breath 350 

Feeds, while it softens the deep-rooted woe. 

Such melodies at tragic midnight heard 

*Mid a deserted dty, gliding o^er 

The deep green moss of tower and fane overthrown, 

Had seem'^d immortal scxrows in the air, 355 

O^er man^s inconstant grandeurs. Sad such wredc. 

More sad, more wcnthy Angels woe the waste 

And descJaticm of a noble mind. 

High fertile faculties run %vild and rank. 

Bright fiery qualities in darkness slaked. 360 

That liquid intercourse d( grief broke off, 

Thus spake the King^^^ Who thus unbidden bursts 

On kingly solitude ? why ask I thee ? 

No bn)w between the Scot and Southern sea 

Beareth such gallant insolence abroad, 3G3 
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But Samor, the wild Wanderer, the denounced, 

The desperate ! Art thou here to stun mine ^ars 

With ** Vortigerij is abject, lost, disgrac'd?'' 

'Tis well tliat with tliee comes my bright excuse, 

My poverty's rich treasure, my night's star, 370 

Beauteous Rowcna."— Joy seein'd his, but yet 

Was effort and was struggle in that joy, 

The clinging of a desperate soul to what 

It would dehght in, but did not dchghi. 

The striving of a barren heart to force 375 

The perishy bloom of pleasure,—" King, I come 

To put a spell upon thee, conjure up 

Thy valour from its tomb within thy breast, 

To rend the adamant that trammels fast 

Thy strength of soul. By yon bright glaive that smote 

By Esk^B wild bank, beneatli his father's slueld, 3S1 

The royal Caledonian's aon ; yon flag, 

Thatj when by fated Aries rash Britain lost 

Her wild bright hazard for imperial state, 

Clouding the car of adverse victory shook 3S5 

Untarnished in the sun its blazon broad, 

Nor stoop'd, though all was fallen; by yon rich crown, 
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Whereon vfan tam'd the hair cfl, dBs ide 
From aO her seas her gntukm jm i liiai 
Sent up, and ov^cnas^ hearcn s Tank with jot ; SSO 

B J Vortigeni, the great, the fanre, the ww ! — 
^ Bnre ! wise ! are, thai it il Hie Toiat victdi 
That from base fabth-piaoe to fak hmaer gjnwm. 
Creeps with his CeOaw reptile^ that ne er knew 
What hnunr 'ds, what loftixies to soar. S95 

And with one soul to wield a hostof aouk 
Id free subjectioD, oh that firdeas dust, 
Claj uniuibnif d, that odIt lires to die. 
That is to me a God : to me whose cutk. 
And brand, and mode it is to have been great — 400 
And be— oh ! Samor, SanMnr, I was Kmgy 
King of this ^lacious, ridi, and giohous isle, 
And thou, and sudi as thou, mj regal state 
Didst va«a] ; now, but now an eye may trace 
Thedrcuitofmy realm, a shepherds boy 40S 

Count my thin people, like his mountain flode."* 
^^ Oh, Mooardi, iU must be iltoned by good. 
And to rcrpentant deeds of mightiest fame 
Heaven can upraise the farthest sunken. Power 



THE BRIGHT CITY, 

* 


^^1 


187 


1 


Fails not the aspirant will I knew thee once 


410 


^1 


A being of those arduous energies. 




^H 


Strong aspirations, grasptngs undefined, 




^1 


Tumultuous thirsts and passions, that of man 




^H 


1 Make Fiend or Angel''— ^* True, too truej but thou 


H 


Hast seized the Seraph's air-phun'd wings, and I 


415 


^1 


The Demon's vans uf darkness. Had all taJleUj 




^H 


All pcrish'd, one wide ignominy swept 




^H 


1 Prinees and Lords and People, I had found 




'^H 


A forlorn comfort in the general wreck; 




^H 


But in its curst sublimity thy fame 


420 


^H 


Obtrudes its radiant presence, and makes groan 




^H 


This ruin of a Monarch.'''—" Rare it is, 




^H 


Oh King, in Fame's rich galaxy to shine 




^H 


With stedfasi blaxe unwithering, but to dawn 




^H 


From darkness* scatter of! the black eclipse 


425 


^H 


That veils tlie withered lustre, this most rare. 




^H 


Maketh mfin's soul an everlasting fire 




^H 


Wortliy the God that hung the Heavens with ligl- 


It; 


^H 


Tis hard for downcast spirit to o'erleap 




^H 


Ruin's sad barriers, but Heavens angels dr^ 


4S0 


^H 


Soft dews beneath ills hiuning feet, his flight 


1 


J 
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Imp with strong plumes ; his coming doth adorn 
The earth he moves on ; till Remorse abashM 
Before the orient glories fades and flies.** — 

^' Peace ! peace ! thou canst not see what cold within 
Lies like a palsy on the flagging powers, 43G 

Makes me a thin and shrinking reed, the spent 
Of every lazy wind, the shape, the life. 
The woe, without the faculties of man. 
Shame, shame.— Oh, turn thy lofty brow away, 440 
Heavy it hangs o^er me like loosened crag 
Over the mountain traveUer — I endure, 
Of all this nation, the curse-wrinkled lips, 
Out-pcnnted fingers, ribald jests, coarse sccnns. 
Men that have lick'd the dust beneath my feet, 445 
Worn their tame faces by the mould of mine, 
Them, to confront even them."— Unkingly tears 
Choked the full utterance, met his eye the glance 
Of that proud Queen, who, all unmarked, drank in 
That passionate discourse, from her contempt, 450 

Though far below his own, he shrunk, and wrought 
To a brief pride his wan dgected mien. 
** Here is my throne, my kingdom is this breast. 
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My diadem the wealth of light that shines 

From yon fair brow upon me/* — Stronger pain 455 

Burst in upon tlie infant pride; forth fied 

The Monarch, happy could he fly himself. 

Him folio w'd that old Bard. " 'Tis vain, all vain^ 

(Thus spake tlie high Avenger.) ** Beauteous Queen, 

I elaim thy faith^ and part."^ — " So swift, so soon, 4h'0 

Our festal cheer utita^ted, welcome cup 

Uncrown 'd ?" — ** Fair Queen, in the pellucid stream 

My heveragc dances ; the coarse mountain boor 

Shares his hard fare with me ; the hand tliat feasts 

The winged wanderers of the air, f'^min me,^ — 4G5 

With Ijp in act of speech apart, the Queeo^ 
As to her will her tongue disdainful scom'd 
Ail^[iaiice» chained in silence stood again. 
Twice she essayed to speak, twice o'er her shame 
Swept liis petrific hand, and rosy fire 4yO 

O'er face and neck and forehead flushed, till shrunk 
From that strong heat the eye, and down on earth 
Settled its close^fring'd orb ; with pressure soft 
Her blushing fingeo his bronzM hand embrac'd* 

**■ Here in this palace is my rule^ this land 4^5 
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Is mine by my prevailing power, woultfst thou 

Of this high seat, this realm be Lord? — Why starts 

Unwonted colour to thy cheek? why shrinks 

Into its sphere thine eye ? Said I this soul, 

And what soft beauty gUtters in this shape, 480 

Had it appall'd thee ?'^ — Eagerly she graspM 

The hand she held, as though from thence to wnng 

A swift reply, yet gaz'd upon the earth, 

As wistful ^neath its darkness she might shrink 

From her own shame. Blank wonder Samor's brow 485 

To Uving stone congealM — " This then the doee 

To all thy lavish love of Vortigem !'' 

*^ My love ! he was a King, upon his brow 
The beauty of a royal crown, his height 
Dominion, like a precious mantle, dipt 490 

In heaven's pure light arrayed, and o'er him flung 
Transcendant grandeur; above all he stood. 
And I by such fond splendours wooed and won, 
Took seat upon his eminence; a plant 
To spread, and mantle an imperial throne, ^ 495 

Not like tame ivy round a ruin creep, 
Or wreathe the tomb of royalty. His pride 
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I M^'edded^ not his shame ; bats may not build 

With tJie light-lov'ing lark. He, he himself 

By (lelfnalMsement has divorc*d rae, set 500 

Distance between us wide and far sa heaven 

From the black pit of infamy."^ — " High Queen, 

What seest thou in tills bleak and batter'd brow. 

These rough scath'd hmbs, this wan and sunken face. 

With misery *s rugged fum>w£ deeply ploughed, 505 

To dazzle or delight P Lone outcast I, 

FriendJesSj but daily, nightly by fierce foes 

Beset and hiintetl Uke a loathsome l>rute ; 

Thy nation's mothers vent all hate on me. 

Link with a scathing curse no name but mbe, 510 

Oh, what would^st ibnu and softness with a life 

Ldce mine so dreary, desperate, dark, and fierce ? 

*' Oh, 'tis because all hate thee, llial I love, 
Because all draad thee, I would mate with thee. 
Thy miseries, thy dangers deeper drown 5 1 5 

My soul with passion, that thou walk'st alone. 
Smote at by every arm, yet struck by none. 
That mastery of thy single soul holds down 
The Saxuns mounting empire, clips its wing* 
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Rapacious and wide-shadowing, that thy fame 520 

Like a rich rainbow cloud, sails on through air. 

To mortal grasp impalpable, to sight 

In lonely brilliance manifest ; my soul 

To that thy airy chariot would aspire, 

And dazzle by thy side, and daunt the world." — 525 

^^ Loose and unrighteous to thy lawful Lord, 
Yet would'st thou poison with adulterous shame 
Its spotless lustre, its pure white defile, 
And clog with guilt its vaunted wheels.**' — Guilt! Gruilt! 
Ah, now I know why mine eye shrunk from thine, 530 
Why sought the base earth, why brookM not my tongue 
The motions of my will— but we— shrink we? 
The lofty are their own high law ; dull codes, 
Cold customs, trammel but the base ; our sins 
Shall be the wanderings of the meteor fire, 535 

More wondered than the regular calm stars : 
Our acting shall ennoble, what tame tongues 
Falter at even in word, opinions hues 
Shall at our haughty bidding shift and change, 
And what we do, shall therefore be call'd great 540 
Yes, yes, I feel thy shrinking hand, I see 
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White-lipp'd abhorrence quivering in thy mien 

Aa at some loathsome viper. Woej oh woe 

To him that tramples on the viper's wTath,'' — 

Then shook she hack her golden hair, away 545 

Cast his cold hand,—" Ho, Saxons at the gate, 

Hoj Saxons, to your injured Queen !" The hall 

Sudden was walled with iiery arms and spears 

dickering fierce menace; numerous, swift, and strong, 

As when old Cadmus by dear Dirce spread 550 

That dangerous seed uncouth, long, wide, an4 bright 

Under the fatal plougbflliare leaped to life, 

To havock the wild harvest, and shook up 

Its bearded grim fertility of death. 

But then his sword the Avenger grasped, and cried, 
** Twic^ have I trusted Saxon faith, and twice 556 

Beneath my feet the smooth fair ice hath burst 
Its glassy treachery : once this arm redeemed 
The infatuate blindness. Saxons, I am he. 
Who with his single strength on Ambri plain 560 

Scared your hot ma&sacre, your proudest necks 
Strew'd for his pavement of retreat, ye see 
Mine arm unwither'd ; my unbroken iword/' 

o 
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But they sprung onward ; that bright Lady^s brow 
Awful delight absorbed the whil^ she moved 565 

Before their wrath, her arm'^s high sway waV^d badi 
Their fury from her presence. Swift they came. 
Swift they departed ; alenee down the walls 
Crept o'er the banners brcwd, and pendant shidds. 

She look'd on Samor, all his pride was hers^ 570 

She looked on SanKnr, all that pride w«e quendi'd 
In exquisite mild transpc^ ; at his feet 
The <2u^i^9 the haughty, the disdainful feU. 
Her fine fair hair lay floating on the earth ; 
Her round arms clung beseeching to his knees. -575 

^^ A curse upon me, that my wilful heart 
'Gainst head so brave, so noble, dreamed of wrath, 
Of danger attd rude menace. What I did, - 
I know not, what I said, it pleased not thee^ 
Enough, 'twas base, 'tWas criminal, 'twas false. 280 

Oh Chief! when we would compass wild deares^ 
Words alien to the heart start up, yet seem 
Most strong p^uasion ; of all serpents, scorn 
Stings to worse frenzy^ worst a woman's soul. 
Forget, all, all fetget, but one soft word, 585 
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And that I cliarge tliee, by thy rescued life. 




^1 


Forget not.^— " Lady, wero I rich in Idve> 




^H 


As jtm full Sun in limits I could iMit ?;pare 




^H 


A beam upon a Saxon. Nowj )but now 




'^H 


The ibiititams of my heart are dry, the stock 


51*0 


^H 


Where fresh and rich my green affections bloom'd^ 




^H 


Is wjther'd to the root; hard> dolelul, dead, 


J 


^1 


My breast s impassive iron scatters oil 


V 


^H 


All melting blandbhnienls, all soft delights. 


; 


^H 


As the wav'd banner tlie thin morning dews. 


S95 


^H 


With one harsh discord to coasummate oJI ; 




^H 


Thou art thy FatJw's dau^Her/'— She arose 




^H 


In miserable calmness resajute. 




^^H 


She took hid hand, she led him forth, beneath 




^^H 


The murky sc3owling of those SaxoQii stem, 


600 


^^H 


Whose angry wonder scarce herself controlled : 


■t 


^H 


Gave one fond hngering pressure, and but one, 


r 


'^H 


Then watched Iiim through the city^ op the vale, 


r 


.^H 


If gazing mdi such emptiness of eye 


1 


^H 


Were watching, which Im distance seem'^d to freeze 605 


^H 


Gradual to hollower wanness ; do^-n her arms 




^H 


Hung, only that she stootl and faintly breath'd, 




^m 


Pulse, motion, Hcnst^j tifci all seenrtl fled witli luiii. 




1 


m 


» 


M 
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Sudden aboTe her, the mild air 'gan waft 
Wild fiery sounds, like those of batde mom, 610 

Which champing war-steed's neigh, and lance'd rush, 
Impatient answers. On the palaee top 
Aneurin in liis baidic glory stood ; 
The sunlight on his old prophetic brow 
Flash'd strong, yet dazzled not, his long white locks SI 5 
StreamM back upon hb azure robe, like rack 
O'er heaven's unclouded blue, his pale thin hand 
With strength of mounting phrenzy laynch'd abroad 
The war-song of Cassivelan : glad sounds 
To that tranc'd queen, for Samor's hastipr port $-20 

Deliberate grandeur skckeu'd, he looked back. 
Proud gratitude for that wild flattery, — " AU, 
All in one wide eons^racy, (so spake 
Rowena's bitter joy ) thee, only thee 
To gkMiiy. Oh, were man mute^ this earth #25 

Would leap to utterance of thy fame, the winds ] 
Find voices eloquent, the streams, the stones, 
To lofty music burst of thy renown," 

Slowly retired the Queen; she call'd around 
Her slaves, her handmaids ; arrogant their looks S36 
Seem'd to con&ont her, eyes aye wont to shrink 
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Ikfore her goze^ now seemy to pry Mkd pierce 

Her deepest soul's recesses ; and she blush'd 

Eveii in her plenitude of scorn. They stood 

Trembling before her wayward nioodi yet seem'd 635 

Moekeries their tremors ; solitude she sought. 

Yet solitude found none, things senseless took 

Stem cognizance of all her acts, her thoughts : 

Eyes hung the empty waUs, weak laughing sounds 

Of triumph u er her shame, pervaded wide 640 

The tranquU air, all with heitself at league 

Shook scorns upon herself. Dim evening faUs, 

0>r earth and sky, slow flits tlie shadowy oigbt 

" Slaves tliere T she cried, " my steed I alone I ride.*" 

She wont to find her every look a law, 645 

Now almost wonders all so swift obey. 

The moon's white sickle tenderly array'd 
With dubious lustre the gray heavens ; scarce tinged 
The dew-webs, whiten'd not the yellow crown 
Of the unwaving forest ; ignorant, 650 

Or with feign *d ignorance 'guiling even herself^ 
Long upon Samor^s track the Lady rides, 

'Tis not a stag that couches on the heath ; 
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Hope on her dim cheek brightens, from h^ steed 

Soft she dismounts, she raffles not the fern, 655 

The moss springs printless up beneath het feet, 

So Ught her gUding to that slumbering man. 

She knows him, she starts back. — ^^ Oh, came I here, 

Lost and abasM, him, only him to seek, 

That answers mine immodest heart with flight, 660 

With scorn, perchance with hate ! yet wonderous b^ 

Wondcrous in rest as action 1 Sleep^st thou calm. 

While numberless as these brown heath^rpikes rise 

Legions of spesars around thee, for thy blood 

Leagued in one furious thirst ? Unwise and rash ! 665 

To lught thou slumb^st not ungutfded, sleep ; 

And if Rowena mingle with thy dreams. 

Sleep calmly, breathingly as now ! He wakes — 

Oh, hateful even in slumber that harsh name 

Grates on his sense.^ — His eyes uniUd, nor start, 070 

So soft the vision ; wonder*s sdf is calm. 

And quaffs it in with mild unshrinking gaze. 

Her long bri^t hair, Hke threads of alver streak 

The moonlight, her fair forehead's marUe arch 

Wild joyous fearfulness, extalac doubt, 075 
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Bathe with the dewyness of melting snow, 

Ene yet unblaoch^d it^ f^tainless ghtter pure. 

Oh, soft and slow that melody of mien 

Steals o'er the slumberer^ ere the reason woke, 

The sense was dnmken, one hand folded her's 680 

That aDSwer^d not iti pressure, nor witlidrew, 

Tremulous, yet motionless : his rising head 

Found on her other arm such pillowing aoft^ 

As the fond ringdove on its mate's smcHJth do\m* 

They sfpake not, moved not, ^Tis the noon of night, 685 

Hour known to Samor not by sign or sound 

Of man's wise art to mark the fleeting time, 

Nor changing of the starry hea^rens ; but e^er 

By motion of the sectret soul, liy calm 

Habitual sliding into the soothM heart, 690 

EHetlnet from turbulent day knd weary eve, 

Emeric's own hour, her consecrated spot 

In liis life*6 wildcmt?ss. She comes, she comes. 

The ck>uds have dropt her from their silvery folds ; 

The mild air wafts her, the rank earth impure 695 

Stainless she skims, distrust, doubt, fear, no place 

Find in the sinless c^mdour of her mien. 
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In languid soft security she melts 

On Samor* s fever*d soul, she fills his sense. 

Her softness like the nightingale^s first notes JOO 

After rude evening, o^er his pasaon steals : 

He cast not off Rowena's hand, it fell 

As from a dead man's grasp ; slow rose his head 

From its fair zone, as from a bank of snow 

The winter traveller, by its smoothness guilM 705 

Almost to deathful sleep ; he dares not now 

Welcome that heavenly vidtant, nor could. 

Nor would he her mild rescue bid depart 

Nor dares he now with chill abhorrence shrink 

From that empassionM Lady ; on his lips 7)0 

Clung wretched, pale, beseechingness, that framed 

Nor w«Hrd nor sound. But time for thought in her 

Gave time for shame, for struggling piide gave ^^m ^ 

<< Thou deem^st me loose, wild, wanton, deem^st me oome 

To lure thee with light sweets of lawless love, . 715 

Hunting mine own shame through the midnight woods* 

Oh false, all false. — How thee shall I persuade. 

Aye me ! that scarce persuade myself, 'twas chance^ 

*Twas fate, 'twas ministration of bad sjnrits. 
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That led me thoughtless, hopeless— did I say 720 

Mople3s ? yet scorn not thou, the lightest won 

Are oft beat won. Oh why, ere now ao mild. 

So gentle, why bo stem, so ghastly still ?" 

** Thou lov'st my pride, my honour, my renown. 

Now, Queen Rowena, may'st thou do a deed 72& 

Shall make my pride thine own, make thee my fount 

Of honour, all my noontide of renown 

On thee in all its golden brilliance shine ; 

And if henc^orth man^s voice cry out^ High deedi 

Hath Samor's arm achiev'd, thy heart shall bound 730 

And thy llp§ answer, * Mine ! all mine !^ and I 

Will bless thee, thank thee, prmsc thee for tliat truth.** 

O'er proud Rowena past his solemn voice 
Tremendously delightful, as the sound 
Of thunder over Jove's bolt-mini sfring bird, JB5 

That sternly rocks on th' agitated Mt. 
« Spak, speak, 'tis hours^ ^tis years until ^tis done.*" 
BetumM one brief^ one powerful word — " Depart" 
She struggled yet to wear the lofty light 
That flushed her brow, she struggled, and she fell 740 
Her white arms round his neck. Light as the breeze 
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Fa3s*d over his her cheek. Then back 

She started, seiz'd her courser's rein; far, iar 

Tlie rocks gave answer to its tramphng hoofs. 

To soUtude, to peace, ah, not to peace f 7^^ 

Was Samor Idl ; large dewy beads distil 
From his full brow, as from the forest leaves 
The sunny icicle : fierce, mercdess. 
Relentless inquest o'er himself he hdds, 
In him a sin in thought is an in deed. 750 

^^ And I, that on the frantic waxen wii^ 
Of mine owri arrogance, have deem*d my soul 
Sjndred and heritor of that rich bliss 
That bathes the Angels radiant wings in 8trei^;tii, 
That wander'd o'er thb sublunary wild 755 

As with a chartered scorn, that mixVl with men 
But in disdainful mastery to o'er-ruk 
Their dim and wavering destinies, that took 
With noble violence admiring earth. 
O'er me hath passion wound her silken nets ; 7^ 

And that soft Dalila, lascivious sin, 
Shorn my full honours. Now, who ck>thed my stepa 
With darkness, dread, and danger, hung my arras 
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With Iit;ln*Jimg, kept at bay tlie envious death 

That feasts upon the famous of niankitid; 7^5 

Crod, God aliandons me* So farewell pride, 

And with pride farewell strength, the burning hope. 

Glad a^jnies, brave bbse of holy war. 

Transports of tmiiipling on my country's foes, 

And all the beauty, majesty^ renown, 770 

Vengeance, of thy triumphal state. Ye too^ 

Farewell, soft midnights, delicate regards 

Fix VI on mc from fond eyes yet bright from heaven. 

Mild agitatigns of the purer sense, 

Fresh bloomtng^ of my faded joys, ye dreams 77^ 

Lovelier than actual bliss, as heaven than eartli, 

Enieric abandonje me. For how can snow 

Drop on this foul eorth stainless ? how cansit thou 

Visit unsullied thy sad shrine defifd, 

Or beam upon this lust-bemglited heart? TBO 

Oh ne^^er felt before, the f^r to front 

Mine own past life, the ignoble shame tliat bump 

At human sight, and memory that ne^r sleeps; 

Heart-^ckening at its own defc^tnities, 

A miserable welcome bid I ye, 785 
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Come, dismal comforters, faint-footed guides. 
Teach me the hate of life, the dread of death.^ 

And Samor wandered on, not now with scope 
Resolv'd, and steady purpose that absorbed 
And fix*d on one stem centre all his soul, 7^ 

True as the arrow to its mark. Now where. 
Whither, is all indiflTerent, he pursues 
The wildering of the forest track, the brook 
Winding its ludd error : two sad days 
And chance hath led him back to Wye^s green bank. 79S 

Sudden before him swept in gallant pack. 
Fleet hounds, whose keen scent quafiTd the morning dewa. 
Sole on their track a noble huntsman bow'd 
G*er his steed's high-ciurv'*d neck. But whoi he saw 
Samor, that scarce hb coming marked or heard, 800 
He vaulted from his unchecked steed so fleet. 
The courser seemed to feel it not, but on 
Went stately bounding down the glen. But he 
Unslung his bugle horn, his hunting spear 
Cast to the winds, and held his bumish'd swcftd 805 
To heaven, as though to paragon its light. 

*^ Oh, thunderer Thor, but <nie bold prayer of mine 
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EVr scaled thy heavens, and that^ munificetit, 

I thank thee for thy granung, Samor now, 

Now Christian, now baptiz'd in German blood, 810 

Avenger, we are met, and ere we part. 

Earth must be ruddier with some blood of ours.^ 

" Noble Argantyr, deem not thou unknown 
Thy name, thy presence, nor forgot, how thou, 
When Murther quaiTd his glut on Ambri plain, 815 
Didst hold thy jealous steel aloil, lest stain 
From gore by treason shed, should dim its gleam ; 
And when I buftt my iron toils, and won 
My dangerous safety * how indignant joy 
Stood bathing thy stem brow. Brave Anglian, thou, B'lO 
But thou, of German race, to faint sloth chUl'st 
My sword's quick wrath.'" — -" What, Samor out of love 
With strife, with music of conflicting steel? 
Hath Abisa's pale blood so quench'd his fire? 
Were*t not I now could force my glorious wiU, 82$ 
Yea, I could sue thee, Briton, for the joy. 
Thou wilt not credit, air hadi been defil'd 
With creeping whispers cold, that I, I shrunk 
To second in his dangers that brave boy, 
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As though Argantyr would partake a foe, 830 

And with division spiritless and base» 

Mete out his province in one man to slay, 

Hear ; ^ Well the famous Anglian won hia half 

Of that great conquest !' But I have thee now 

Whole, undivided^ now, or man, or more, 835 

If aught be mortal in thee, guard that qpot. 

My steel will search it,*" — " Samor is not now 

As Samor was, but knows iiot yet to soom 

Such brave allurements;^ Forth his anlace fladi'd. 

But not as wont, uplooks he, to the sky ; iS-lO 

He thinks not now, oh, if I fall, float near. 

My Emeric, that no AngePs voice but thine 

Welcome thy Samot to his opening heaven : 

And if I vanquish, Britain and the Lord 

Take to your hecatomb one Saxon more. B45 

But on Argantyr sprung, as wanton boy 
To the cool health of summer streamlet pure : 
Around, above, beneath his winged sword 
Leaps in its fiery joy, red, fierce and far 
As from a midnight furnace start thesparks. 850 

As brazen statue on proud palace top^ 
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Shakes off the pelting tempest, so cndur'd 

Samor, but not in patient hope austere 

Of victory ; but habitual skill and power 

Protracting long ihe cold iuthffen^nt strife ; 855 

Till twice that swoird that in its downward sweep 

Flashed tlie white sunEght, cloudy rose and dim 

With ominous purple : then his nature burst 

Its languid Ixjuds^ not front alone to front; 

But eoul to soul the riot of the figlit Bdi) 

They tningle, like to giddy chariot wheels 

The whirling of ther swords, as fierce the din 

Of buckler brast, hrim riveti^ and breastplate doven> ^^i 

As when the polar wind the ice field rends* 

Such nobleness sublime of hid^us fight 865 

From lUon's towers her floating mantled dames 

Saw not, nor Thelies, when Capaneus mll\l down 

Jove'ft thunder^ and disdained its fall, nor pride 

Of later Banls, when mad Orlando met 

On that frail bridge the giant Sarzan king, 870 

And with hiin in the boiling flood dash'd down. 

Till tlmt fond e«gemess, that brave deliglit 

O'erpower'd trail Mture^ breatlilese each, and each 
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CarelesSj yet conscious of deep trenching wounds, 

For admiration paua'd, for hope, for power 875 

To satiate the unwearying strong dmre. 

Lo, the far hills Argantyr first descried 
Radiant with spearmen, and he cried, " Away, 
'Tis Hengist with his bloody bands, I know 
The motion of his crest; brave Chief, away " — 8S0 
** Away I and leave Argantyr here to boast 
Samor hath fled him !" — '* Oh, wc meet again ; 
Thou art a quarry for the Gods, base lance 
Must ne'er vaunt blood of thine* Argantyr spares 
But fur liimself such noble game. StiU here ! 8SS 

Froward and furious, if thou need^sl must die, 
Why so must I; fell Hengist will not spare 
An inch of quivering life on all thy limbs. 
And I with such a jealous lust pursue 
A noble conquest o'er thee, I must shield igO 

Thy life with mine, for my peculiar fame ; 
Freely mine own death on the hazard cast 
For such a precious slake as slaying thee,** 

As through dusk twilight stolen, love^breatblesi maid 
FcjfT inlerchange of gentle vows, by noise 895 
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Startled of envious footstep^ f^hidea away 

Her lingering youth, yet for his lingering loveSj 

Till her fond force hath driven him from her side; 

So earnest the brave Anglian sued to flight 

Eeluctant Samor; o'er his sword hilt bow'd, 900 

Stood sorrowing for the wounds liimself had made, 

That marr'd his speedier flight. Anon approached 

Hengist, enciix^led by his state of spears^ 

And bright Rowena by his side. " But now 

Thy steed along our camp nishVl niasterless, 905 

Therefore we seek thee, A ngliaiK How! thou bleedst! 

And strange I thy foeman bites not the red earth. 

What might hath scathlcss met Argantyr*s steel?*' 

" He, gasp'd he here in deathj thy soul would dance^ 
The Wanderer I""— " He I he wars but on soft boys, 910 
He dare not front Argantyr,'^ — " False, 'tia fake!" 
Burst from Rowena; " he dares deeds our Gods 
Had slirunk from (Hengist's cloudy brow she marked), 
Or whence his proud claim to my fatlier's hate ?^ 
'* Where hath the Recreant fled? Pursue, pursue!" 915 
Cried Hengistp ** Hast thou wings to cleave the air? 
Or wiiidest the deep bosom of die eartli. 
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Thou may's! overtake. Yet Somor is not now,^ 

He said, ^^ as Samor was ; were Samor more, 

Earth and Argantyr had been wed erenow.'^ 930 

So spake the Angliatn; leap'd Rowena^s heart 
In hope, in shame, in anguish, in deli^. 
^^ Oh, hath my softness sunk so deep to change 
Thy steadfast nature, yet thus chang*d, thy mi^ 
Wrests honour from thy foeman's lips.^ — " Oh now,** 925 
Laughing in baffled bitterness, exclaimed 
The Saxon King, ** now weave we softer nets 
To toil this dangerous Wanderer. What say^st thou, 
Fair-ey^d Rowena, now thou hast cast off 
Thy fond, thy lovesick Vortigem ? perchance 980 

The sunshine of thy beauty mi^t melt down 
This savage to a tame submissive slave.^ 

Rowena, whose proud look with beauteous awe 
Smote her beholders, wore her loveliness 
As though she gloried in its power ; now dose 935 

Crowded o^er all her face her mantle's folds. 
That ill concealed the purple fire within. 
Then forward past they to the Saxon camp. 

But far by Wye's green marge had Samor fled. 
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Till now the ebbing blood with short quick tlirob 940 

Beat at his heart, his languid feet were clogged 

With the thick forest leaves^ the keen air searched 

With a cold tlirill his wounds. He fallsj scarce sobs ; 

'' Merciful God, on this in all my life 

The sole, the single day I would not die."' 045 

Then faint, and sickly, an oppressive rest 

Sealed sight and sense. When sleep fell on him, eye 

Was gathering fast, but when he woke, mom shot 

From the gray east her faint j^elludd light 

His blood was stannch'd, a soothing coolness lay 950 

On his mild wounds, the rude arch of the boughs 

Seem'd woven widi officious care to veil 

The bright Sun from his eyelids ; the dry IcEvcs 

Were gathered round liinij like a feathery couch. 

He lay and hsten'd, a soft step approach'd 955 

Light as the wren along the unsJiaking spray, 

And o'er him lean'd a maiden pale, yet blithe 

With tinge of joy, that settled hue. — ** la't thou. 

Gentle Myfanwy ?^ ** Blessings on thy waking ; 

I long'd tn tell thee what sweet dreams have soothed 9C0 

My sorrows sioct we {darted ; in my sleep 
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My parent! came, and wiih them that fond youth. 
And they smil'd on him kindly. Think*st thou God 
Can have such mercy on sins dark as mine P"" 
** God'i plenteous mercies on thee for thy care 965 

Of me^ sweet maiden/' — " Pardon me, oh thou, 
Heaven pardon me^ when first I saw thee cold* 
Helpless, and bleeding, evil thoughts arose 
Of my poor Abisa's untimely death."" 

But deeper meditation Samor's mind BJO 

Beset. " jUmighty, truely thou ordain^st 
Wisdom firom baby lips ; what moral high 
Breathes in this simple maid's light-hearted smilei ! 
And Ij for wisdom fam'd, for pride of mind^ 
Insulted with weak doubts thy iiLfinite, 975 

Illimitable goodness ; she so soft, 
So delicate, so smful and so sad^ 
Springs on her airy plumes of hope to thee. 
Oh, were mine guilt of act not thought, tlie stain 
Thy fount of living mercy might efface,"" 980 

He prest a kiss upon her cheek so pure 
Even Abisa had granted it. — '* FareweD, 
My kind preserver, chemb thou thy hope. 
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As 'twef« an infant fondling on thy breast/' 

And fresh with hope^ like gay stag newly bath'd, 9S5 

Forth on his voyage lone the Avenger past. 



214 SABfOR^ LORD OP 



BOOK VIII. 



His path is \nid the Cambrian mountains wild ; 
The many fountains that well wandering down 
PIinlimmon*s huge round side th&r murmurs smooth 
Float round him ; Idris, that like warricnr old 
Hb battered and fantastic helmet rears, 5 

Scattering the elements wrath, frowns o^er his way 
A broad irr^ular duskiness. Aloof 
Snowdon, the triple-headed giant, soars. 
Clouds rolling half way down his rugged sides. 

Slow as he trod amid their dizzy heights, 10 

Th^ silences and dimly minting sounds. 
Rushing of torrents, roar of prison*d winds ; 
O'er all his wounded soul flowM strength, and pride. 
And hardihood ; again his fitmt soar'd up 
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To eammeree with the skies^ and £rank and bold ) 5 

His majesty of step his rugged path 

Imprinted. So Ln old poetic faitJi 

Hyperion from his native Delian bowers, 

'Mid the rich music of those sisters nine, 

WaJk*d the bright heights of Helicon, and shook 20 

His forehead's clustering glories widej and flushed 

The smoothness of his fair immortal face 

With purple Godhead. Whence, ye mountains^ whence 

The spirit that within your secret caves 

Holds kindred with man^s soul? Is't that your pomp 25 

Of exaltation, your aerial crowns 

In their heaven-scaling rivalry caat forth 

Bold sympathies of loftiness^ and scorn 

Contagious ? or in tliat your purer air, 

Where fresh and virgin from its golden fount, 30 

Lies the fine light at morning, or at eve 

Melts upward and resolves itself from earth, 

And with its last clear trembling round ye clings ; 

The soul, unwound its coarse material chains, 

Basks in its own divinity^ and feels 35 

There m the verge and portal of the heavens^ 
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The neighbourhood of bright^ worlds unseen? 

Where the blue Glasslyn hurries her fleet course 

To wanton on the yellow level sands^ 

On either side in sheer ascent abrupt 40 

The rocks, like barriers that in elder time 

WallM the huge ciues of the Anakim, 

(Jpblacken to the sky, whose tender blue 

With mild relief salutes th' o'erlabour*d sight. 

There on the scanty slippery way, that winds 45 

With the stream's windings, Samor loiters on. 

But who art thou, that in the Avenger'^s path 

Standest in dark serenity ? what joy 

Instinct amid thy thick black locks reveals 

The full voluptuous quietude within ? 50 

Oh, Prophet ! in thy wanderings wide and far 

Amid the pregnant hours of future time> 

Haply the form of Samor, disarray'd 

Calamity's sad vesture, hath appear^ 

In plenitude of glory. Hence thine eye 55 

With recognition glad and bright salutes 

The Man of Fate. To earth that Prophet old 

Bow'd down, then look'd he on the waters dark> 
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Then upward to the tnoimtains, ** Stony earth, 

Within thy secret bosom feerst not thou 60 

A wonderous presence ? dweUs not, thou blue stream. 

Under thy depth of waves a silent awe ? — 

Yeaj Snowdooj lift tliou up in sternest pride 

Thy cloudy mantled brow ; ye know him all, 

Ye know the Avenger/* — ** Merlin, mock not Uiou 65 

Thy fellow creature of the dust^ the child 

Of sin and 6*irro w, with o'erlabour'd phrase, 

Abasing the immortal elements 

From their high calm indifference to sense 

Of our light motions. Simple truth severe 70 

Best teemeth aged lips ; oh, holy famed 

And sage^ how ill strong Wisdotn^s voice melts down 

To the faint chime of flattery." — '* Poor of pride * 

Feeble of hope i thou seeat thyself lor lorn. 

An hunted wanderer in thy native land. 75 

I see thee clad in victory and revenge, 

Tliy glory sailing wide on all the windt^ 

Beautiful with thy blessings at thy feet 

Thy own fair Britain, Fate so freely spreads 

Her mystic volume to my sight-" — ** Oh, bhnd, 84) 
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And ignorant as blind our insect race ! 

The mole would count the sunbeams, the blind wonn 

Search the hid jewels in the depths of earth, 

And man, dim dreamer, would invade the heavens. 

Self-seated in the Almighty's councils read 85 

The secrets of Omniscience, yea, with gaze 

Familiar scrutinize the Inscrutable. 

I tell thee. Merlin, that the soul of man 

Is destiny on earth ; Grod gave us limbs 

To execute, and intellect to will 90 

Or good or evil, and his unseen Spirit 

Our appetites of holiness, else faint 

And wavering doth corroborate : hence man's prides, 

Man's glories, and man's virtues all are God^s. 

If yet this heart unwearied may bear on, 05 

Nor from its holy purpose faintly swerve. 

The Lord be praised, its fate is pride and joy. 

But if, and oh the peril ! it play false 

Its country *s lofty hazard, shall it shift 

On wayward destiny its sloth and sin ? 100 

Evil is not, where man no evil wills, 

And good is not, where will not man and God." 
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*' Chief wise as bmve^ as to aur feeble sight 
Yon peUiIe's slight circumference, the Past, 
The Pre^nt, and the Future of this world 105 

Are to the All-seeing vision ; oft doth Heaven 
In sign and symbol duskily reveal 
The iinboru future ; oft Fate'^s chariot whedis 
Are harbinger'd by voices Uiat prodaim 
The fashion of their coming ; gifted Seers HO 

Feel on their lips articulate the deeds 
Of later days, and dim oracular sights 
Crowd the weak ejes, till pall'd attention faint 
To di^ziness/'^" Oh, MerUn, time halh been 
Wlien in the guilty cities the Lord s voii^ 1 15 

Hath spoken bv his Prophets, hath made quail 
By apparitions omieous and dire 
Strong empires on their unassailed height- 
But oh, for us of this devoted tsle^ 
Drenched with the vials of Ahnighty wrath, 1 2o 

To ga^e up^ and beseech the clouds to rain 
Bright miracles on this poor speck of eaith* 

" Shame choke thy speech, despondent slanderer! thet- 
Avenger I this from thee I Away ! my lips 
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Bum with the fire of heaven, my heart flows o'er 12^ 

With gladness and with glory. Peerless Isle, 

How dost thou sit amid thy blue domain 

Of ocean, like a sceptred Queen ! The bonds 

Like flax have wither'^d from thy comely limbs. 

Thou, the strong freedom of thy untam'd locks 180 

Shaking abroad, adomest God^s fair world. 

Thou noblest Eden of man^s fallen state. 

Apart and sever'd from the common earth. 

Even like a precious jewel, deep and far 

In the abyss of time thy dawn of pride 135 

Still with a fuller and more constant blaze 

Grows to its broad meridian, and Timers rolls 

Are silent of thy setting. Oh, how fair 

The steps of freemen in thy vales of peace; 

Thy broad towns teem with wealth, thy yellow fields 

Laugh in then: full fertility ; thy bays HI 

Whiten and glisten with thy myriad barks. 

The Angels love thee, and the airs of heaven 

Are gladden'*d by thy holy hymns, while Faith 

Sits on thy altars, like a nestling dove, 145 

In unattainted snowyness of plume.'* 
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" NoWj by my soul, thou strange aiid solema Man, 
Mi&tmst thee more I dare not ; be't a dream 
Or revelation of immortal truth, 

Of Britain's fame I cannot choose but hear 150 

With a child's transport,*" — Then the Prophet shook 
The dark profusion of his swelhng hair 
With a stem triumph ; then his aged eye 
Grew restless with delight : his thin wliite hand 
Clodng around the Baron's arm, lay there 155 

Like a hard glove of steel. He led him on. 
Till now the black and shaggy pass spread out 
To a green quiet vaileys after named 
The Bed of Gelert, that too-faithful hound 
SImu fondly by his erring Lord : the stream IGO 

Here curl'd more wanton^ lightly wafting down 
The last thin golden leaves the alders dropt. 
Like fairy barges skimming the blue waves- 
That stream o'erpaasM, rightward tlieir silent way 
Lay to the foot of Snowdon, Pause was none* 165 

They front the steep ascent, and upward wind 
A long, sheer, toilsome path^ tlieir footfalls struck 
LTpon the black bare stillness^ audible 
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As in thick finest the lone woodman'^s axe* 

^Twas strange, yet slacked not that oU reyerend Man 

His upward step, as though the mountain air 171 

Were his pecuHar element, still his breath 

Respb^d unlabouring, lively bounded on 

His limbs, late slow and tremulous. Three long hours, 

Now front to £ront upon that topmost peak, 17^ 

Erwy dfa, at they motionless, alone : 

As when two vultures on some broken tower. 

That beetles o'er a dismal battle field. 

In dark and greedy patience ruminate 

Their evening feast, a stillness as of sleep ISO 

Heaves in th&r rufBed plumes, th^ deep bright eyes 

Half closed in languid rest ; so undisturbed. 

So lofty, sate the Avenger and the Seer. 

The atmosphere, that palls our restless world. 

Lay coiling in its murky folds below : 1S5 

So in some regal theatre, when droops 

The unfolding curtain, and within it shrouds 

The high disastrous passions, crimes, and woes 

Erewhile that firetted on its pomp of scene ; 

Thus Earth, with aQ its aolenen tragedies, 190 



THE BRIGHT CITY. 



223 



Heroic vauntingSj sumptuous imagings, 

Set in itB veil of darkness from their sight* 

The filmless, the pellucid heaven above 

One broad pure sheet of sunlight. — '^ Gifted Mati^ 

(Cried Samor,) wherefore to this deflate 195 

Untrodden V* — *' Ha f untrodden I know ye not, 

Where coarse humanity defiles not, there 

The snowy-tooted Angels lightly skim 

The taintless soil, the fragrance of their plumes 

Fans the pure air where chokes no breath of sin 20U 

The limpid current ? Desolate t the motes 

That flicker in the sun are few and rare 

To the immortal faces that smile down 

Exquisite transport on the ravished sense. 

Here, from thrir kindred elements, emanate 205 

The festive creatures of the heavenly fields. 

Glories, and Mercies, and Beatitudes ; 

Some dropping on the ailent siunmer dews, 

Some trembling on the rainbow's violet verge, 

Some rarely charioteering on the wings 210 

Of tlie mild winds, in moonlight some. Why ahakes 

The Man of Vengeance? wherefore of mine imsd 



224 SAMOR^ LORD OP 

This passionate wrin^g p''— " TeU me, truely tdl ; 

The name of Emeric, from some mild-IippM tone 

Hath it e^er trembled on thine ear ? Old Man, 215 

Is't sin to say her presence might adorn 

That gende company?" — " To souls like thine. 

Warrior, Heaven grants sweet intercourse and free 

With its beatified.''—" Ah, now thou rak'st 

The ashes of a buried grief: gone all, 220 

My gende visitations broken off, 

My dehcate discoursings nlent, ceas'd ! 

Oh, I talk idly. Prophet, speak thou on.** 

" Aye, Warriov, and of mild and soft no more; . 
Grandeurs there are, to which the gates of heav^i 225 
Set wide their bumish'd portals : midni^t feeis 
Cherubic splendours ranging her dun gloom. 
The tempests are ennobled by the state 
Of high seraphic motion. I have seen, 
I, Merlin, have beheld. It stood in light, 230 

It spake in sounds for earth's gross winds too pure. 
Between the midnight and the mom 'twas here 
I lay, I know not if I slept or woke. 
Yet mine eyes saw. Long, long this heart had yeam'd^ 
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'Mid those rich passings and majestic shows 
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^1 


For shape distinct^ and palpable clear sound. 




' ^H 


It burst at length, yea, front to front it stood, 




^H 






^H 


In the agony and rapture of my fear. 




^1 


And my soul wept with terror and deep joy* 
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^H 


It stood upon ^e windji, an Angel plumed. 




^H 


And maird and crowned ; his plumes cmt forth a 1 


tinge 


^H 


Like blood on th' air around : hb arms, in shap 




^B 


Etherial panoply complete^ in hue 




^1 


The moonlight on the dark Llanberis lake, 
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. ^H 


A bright blue rippling glitter ; for die crown. 




^1 


Palm leaves of orient light his brow enwreath'd. 




^B 


That bloom'd in fair divinity of wrath. 




^H 


And beautiful relentlessness austere. 




^1 


Knowledge was in my heart, and on my lips; 
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^1 


I felt him, who he was. — " Archangel ! hail, 




^M 


Destroyer ! art not thou God's Delegate, 




'^H 


To break tJie glassy glories of this world ? 




^H 


The gem-kncisp*d diadem, the ivory ball. 




^H 


Sceptre and sword, imperial mantle broad. 
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^H 


The Lord of Nations, Thundershaft of war. 




^1 






!!^_^_^^^^^^H 
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Are glorious on the pale submissive earth : 

Thou com'st, and lo, for throne, for sword, for king. 

Bare ashes, and thin dust. Thou art, that aye 

The rich-towered cities smoulder'^st to pale heaps 260 

Of lazy moss-stones, and aye after thee 

Hoots Desolation hke a dank-winged owl 

Upon the marble palaces of Kings. 

Thou wert, when old Assyrian Niniveh 

Sank to a pool of waters, waste and foul ; 265 

Thou, when the Median's brow the massy tiar 

Let fall, and when the Grecian^s brazen throne 

Severed and spht to the four winds ; and now 

Consummatest thy work of wreck and scorn, 

Even on Rome's Caesars, making the earth sick 2/0 

Of its own hoUowness. Archangel ! Hail, 

Vicegerent of destruction. Cupbearer, 

That pour'st the bitter Uquor of Heaven's wrath, 

A lamentable homage pay I thee, * 

And sue thee tell if Britain's days are full, 275 

Her Ups for thy sad beverage ripe. Thereat 

Earthward his sunny spear its lurid point 

Declined, and k>, a White Horse, through the land 
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Ranging in stately speed ; our cit? ^ates 




^^1 


Shrunk open at hit; coming, our fair fields 


2S0 


^^^1 


WitherVl bt^furc him, so hb fiety breath 




^B 


Flar\l broad amazement through the gasping land. 


• 


^1 


Triumph was in the trampling of hia teet, 




^H 


And the strong joy of mockery, for he trod 




^H 


Ob broken principaUties ; his mane 
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^H 


FamiUar Ccmqucst^ m a rushing wind. 




"^H 


Fann'd in loose brilliant stream in^s,^--*' Fa! se-lipp'd 


Seer, 


^H 


Thou spak'st of gladness, and thy ominous tone 




^H 


Is darkness and dismay, "—" Hark, WaFrior^ hark: 




^^^^^^M 


That wanton mane was trail'd down to the dust, 
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^H 


That fiery trampling fklter'd to dull drea^l, 




^^H 


That pale victorious steed Tliee, Thee I mw^ 




^H 


Visible as thou stand *st, with mastering arm 




^^H 


Drag dowTi> and on his strong and baffled neck 




'^H 


Full trod thy iron-sandaFd heel The sight 
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^H 


Was wine unto my soul, and I laugh'd out. 




^H 


And mock'd the ruinous Seraph in the ckmds. 




^H 


" Yet stood he in the quiet of his wrath, 




^H 


Angehc ExpectatioUj that await** 




^1 


Calmly till God aocomphsh God's high will, 


300 


1 






J 
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Full on his brow* Then stoop'd the spear agmin, 

And lo, Seven Steeds^ hke that pale Ooe, bestrode 

The patient Isle, and they that on them mde 

Wore diadem and regal pall; then rose 

To war against those royal riders iierce, 305 

From a round table, Knights in sunlike armsi 

Shields bossy with rich impress quaint^ and fair 

Their ooursers, as the fire-hooTd steeds of Mom. 

To white-arm'd I.adiea in a stately court 

Bards hymn'd tlie deeds of that iine chivalry, SIO 

And their crown'd Captain's title smote mine ear> 

' Arthur of Bretagne.'' — Years went rolling on. 

Cloudy, discordant, and tempestuous years. 

For the sword reap'd the harvest of the land^ 

And battle was the may-game of her sons, 315 

And lu, a Raven o'er the Eastern sea 

Swoop'd desolation on the Isle ; her wings 

Blasted wherce'er they wav'd^ the eartli wept blood 

In her foul talons gripe. But he that rode 

On the White Steed, the Sovereign of tlie Land, 320 

(Patience, Avenger, patience i) fair was he. 

That Sovereign, as the virgin's spnng^tide dream, 
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Hdy as new anointed Chnstian Priest, ^^^| 




Valiant as warrior bumish'd for the fight» ^^^| 




Fond and extatic, as love^dreamiDg Bard, 325 ^^^^H 




Solemn and wbe, as old Philosopher^ ^^^| 




Stately, as kingbom lion in the wood ; ^^^| 




As he his fine face heavenward tum'd in prayer, ^^^| 




The Angels bent down from their throning clouds, ^^^| 




To wonder at tliat admirable King, 350 ^^^| 




Sky-wandering peaces peal'd in transport out— ^ ^^^| 




' Alfred V the baffled Raven cower'd aloof, ^^| 




The isle look'd up to heaven in peace and joy. ^^H 




'^ Still stood he there, betwixt me and the sun, ^^H 




Th' Archangel ; not in sleep, nor sen^lessness S35 ^^^H 


' i 


Absorbed, but terrible inaction spread ^^H 




Over his innate menaca Oh, I strove, ^^^| 




Yet dared not hope the dregs of wrath were drained, ^^^H 




The mission of dismay fulfilfd and done ; ^^^| 




Yet had those wings of fatal hue droop'd down 340 ^^^| 




In folded inotionlessness, wreathy light ^^^| 




Had ci^pt and wound around that dusky spear, ^^^| 




Silvering its perilous darkness. Dropt at once ^^^| 




That tender light away ; at once those wings ^^^| 


ta 


Started asunder, and spread wide and rod 345 ^^H 
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The rain of desolation, thicker roll'd 

The pedestal of clouds whereon he stood, 

As to bear up the effort of his wrath. 

Again the Eastern Raven snuffed our air, 

The frantic White Horse laved his hoofs in blood, 850 

Till from the Southern Continent sprung forth 

A Leopard, on the ocean shore he ramped. 

Woe to the White Horse, to the Raven woe, 

Woe for the title of the Leopard Lord, 

The Conqueror ! and a Bell I heard, that sway'*d 335 

Along the isle, and froze it into peace 

With its majestic tyranny of sound. 

" But he, upon the air, th' Archangel, he, 
Tlie summons of whose eye from climes remote 
Reckoned those grisly ministers of wrath, 360 

Northward he look'd, no northern ruin came. 
To th' East, there all was still. The South, nor shape 
Nor sound. The West, cahn stretcli'd th' unruffled sea. 
Ha ! thought I, earth hath now no ruin more, 
Tlie race of havock is extinct for us, 665 

Angel of wreck away f thy task is o'er ; 
Majestic Mischief, from our isle away ! 

He went not ; as an earthquake's second shock. 
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With dreary longing watch'd I what might come ; 

Moments were years ; and lo, the Island's sons 370 

Nor Briton they, nor Saxon, nor the stock 

Of those new comers^ but from each had flow'd 

All quahties of honour and renown. 

The foul dishonest dregs had fumM away, 

And the rich qiuntessence, unmixed, unsoil'd^ 375 

An harmony of energies sublime, 

Knit in that high-brow^d people. Courtesy, 

Death-scorning valour, Fame^s immortal thirst, 

And hcmour inbreathed hke the hfe of life. 

Then rose that strong Archangel, and he smote 380 
The bosom of the land; at once leaped up 
That mighty people. Here a Snow-white Rose, 
And there a Red, with fatal blossoming. 
And deadly fragrance, maddening all the land. 
I heard, I saw — ah, impious sights and sounds ! 385 
Two war-cries in one tongue, two banner-rolls 
Wov'n in one loom, two lances from one fc»^ 
Two children from one womb in conflict met; 
'Gainst brother brother's blood cried out to heaven, 
And he that rent the vizor of his fbe, 390 
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Look'd through the shattered bars, and saw bis son. 
Ha, Britain! in thine entrails dost thou flesh 
Thy ravine ! thy Baronial castles blaze 
With firebrands from their hospitable hearths. 

^' Mercy, I cried aloud, thou Merciless * 395 

Destroy no more, Destroyer ! Prone I fell, 
And hid mine aching eyes deep in the dust ; 
So &om my rocking memory to shut out 
Those wars unnatural. Pass'd a sound at length 
As of a Wild Boar hunted to his death ; 40O 

I raised mine head, still there the Archangel stood; 
Another pause, another gleam of hope; 
But in that quiet interval me*seem^d 
Trumpetings as of victory from the sea. 
Flowed o^er the Isle, and glories beamed abroad 405 
From a triumphant throne, where sate elate 
A Virgin : all around her Poets harps 
Strew'd flowers of amaranth blooming ; and methougfat 
Was joy and solemn welcoming in heaven 
Of a pure incense, that from all the Isle 410 

Soared to the unapproached throne of God. 
** Then saw I through the Isle, a River broad 
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And full, and they that drank thereof look'd up 

Like children dropt forth from a rK:jbler worid^ 

So powerful that proud water worked withiUj 415 

Freshening the body and the soul : and each 

Beauty array'd and a frank simple strength. 

The ri% er'ft name was Freedom : lier fair tide 

So pleasant thralFd mine eye, I saw not rise 

Th' Archaugers spear : th^ earth^'s reehng woke me llien. 

For lo, upon a throne, a gallant Prince, ^21 

That with misguided sceptre strfwe to check 

Thftt powerful stream : whereat the rebel tide 

Swell'd up with indignation^ and aloof 

Stood gathering its high-cresting waves; down came 4 25 

The deluge, that tair throne* and all its strong 

NobiUty of pillars, with a crai*h 

Came to the earth, while they that drank rushed out 

Inebriate with excess of that fierce stream^, 

And cait a bloody sacrifice, iJiat head 430 

Endiadem^d with royalty , to glut 

The tide implat^able. 'Tis sad to hear* 

Aye Samor, what was it to see ! Brave Chiefg 

Cold winter leads the pleasant summer on. 
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The night must darken ere the morning dawn ; 435 

The summer came, the morning dawn''d> I saw 

The arch'd heavens open o'er the angelic shape, 

And upward Uke a cloud he mingled in 

To the sky's cloudiness. I cried aloud 

^ For ever P the close settling in the heavens 440 

Seem''d to reply * For ever.' Not with him 

Pass'd off my vision fair. Another throne 

Stood by the venturous margin of that stream ; 

Then merriment, and loose-harp'd wantonness 

Smoothed the late ruffled air ; immodest tones, 445 

To which fair forms in dancing moticm swam : 

They paus'd, then dark around that throne it seemed. 

Whereat those holy hymns that scarce had ceased 

To float up in their airy-winged course, 

In faintness *gan to tremble and break off; 450 

That stream again upgather'd its wak'd wrath. 

And foamy menace. When bdiold, a fleet 

Came tilting oVr the ocean waves, and cast 

A Lady and a Warrior on the shore. 

And kingly crowns around their brows august 455 

Out blossomed ; on the throne they took their seat. 
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Soared gladness on the winga of those pure hymns^ 

And the majestic stream in sunlight flow 

And full rejoicing murmur, all its waves 

Wafted around the high and steady throne. 460 

Now listen with thy soul, not with thine ears, 
Bfiton I be^de that stream a Tree sprang out^ 
With ever-mounting height, and amplitude 
Aye-spreading ; deep in earth its gnarled roots 
Struck dr>un^ as though to strengthen this frail world : 
Its crown amid the clouds seeni'd jioaring up 4(i6 

For calm above eartli^s tossing and rude stir, 
And its broaid brandling iipread so wide, ita shad^ 
Lay upon distant realms ; one golden bright, 
Close by the cradle of the infant sun, 4fO 

And others in new western w^orlds remote; 
And from that mystic river, Freedom, flow'd 
A moisture like the sap of life, that f^ 
And fertilized the spacious Tree : the gales 
Of ocean with a gorgeous freshness flusli'd 475 

The beauty of its foliage. Blossoms rare 
Were on it ; holy deeds, that in the airs 
Of heaven delicious smelt, and fruits on earth 
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ShowerM from it, raaking m sad y'lmge smile, 

For life and hope and bliss was in their taate, 480 

Amid the state of boughs twin Eagles hung 

Their eyries, Victory and Renown, and swung 

In rapturous sport with the tumultuous winds. 

But birds obscene. Dishonour, Shame, Dismay, 

Scar'd by the light of the bright leaves, akiaf 4S5 

Far wheerd their sullen flight, nor dar'd to stoop, 

I saw the Nations graft their wasted trunks 

From those broad boughs of beauty and of strength. 

And dip their drainM urns in that sacred stream. 

But in the deep peculiar shade there stood 496 

A Throne, an Altar^ and a Senat^house, 

Upon the throne a King sate, triple-<:mwn>i 

As by three kingdoms ; voices eloquent 

In harmony of discord fulmin'd forth 

From that wise Senate: in swift intercourse 495 

To and fn) from heaven's crystal battlements 

To that pure altar Angels stoop'cl their flight. 

And through the sunny boughs Philosophers 

Held commerce with the skies, and drew firom thence 

The stars to sufier their sage scrutiny ; $00 
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And Poets sent up through the bowery vault 
Such lavisfj harmumes, the chann'd air seemy 
Forgetful of its twinkling motion dim. 

« Oh, admirable Tree I thou shalt not fall 
By foreign axe, or slow decay within I 505 

^riie tempeBtsi strengttien thee, tlie summer airs 
Corrupt not, but adorn. Until that ude» 
Freedom^ the Inexhaustible, exhaust, 
Lives thy coeval Immortality."" 

The Prophet ceasM : still Samor on hb fiw^, 510 

That in Bolemnity of firm appeal 
Look'd heavenward, with a passionate befief 
Gaz'd, and a gUd abandonment, ** Ha, Seer, 
But now when thou begann'st 'twas noon of day, 
And now deep night. Yea, Merhn, and by nigln 515 
The Tamer of the White Steed must go forge 
His iron curk"" Forth like a cataract 
He burst, mid bounded down the mountain side. 
" Yet once agaiUi tumultuous world, I plunge 
Amid thy mad abyss; thou proud and fierce, 520 

I come to break and tame diee ! see ye not. 
Wise Hengist I strong Caswallon ! how the sand 
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Is under yotir high towerii^ thrones^ the warm 

Is in your showj palms.**— And then a pome 

Of tumult and proud trembling in his touly 525 

And, ^ False it was not, bat a g^eam ynxK haaT d 

From the eternal cub of truth, the sense 

That inbred and ingrained with wj sonTs fifie. 

Hath made of Britain to thb leaping heart 

A sound not merely of deep hrre, bot pride 530 

Intense, and inborn majesty. I feel. 

And from my earliest consciousness have iielt. 

That in the wide hereafter, where M Fate 

Broods o'er the unrav^ii^ web of human things, 

Wov'n by the Almighty, qireads thy tissoeiwoad 135 

In li^t, among the dork and maay threads; 

Vicissitude or mutability 

Quench not its desolate lustre, on it winds 

Unbroken, unattainted, unobscur^d.^ — 

So pass'd he, who had seen, hnn then had deemM, 540 
By the proud steedlike tossing of his crest. 
His motion like the uncheck'^d August sun 
Travelling the ebudless vacancy of air, 
A monarch for his summer pastima gone 



THE BRIGHT CITY* 



239 



Into the shady grove, with courtier train, 
And plumad steed, and laden sumpter muicj 
CcxjI canopy, and velvet carpeting. 
But he beneath the sleety winter sky, 
Even his hard arms bit into by the keen 
And searching airs houseless^ by hazard found 
His coarse irregular fare, his drink, the ice 
Toilsomely broken from the stiff black i>ool 
The furr'd wolf in the mossy oaken trunk 
Lapp'd himself from the l)earing snow^ but on 
Went Samor with unshivering naked foot ; 
The tempest from the mountain side tore down 
The pine, like a scath'^d trophy casting it 
To moulder in the vale, biit Samor's brow 
Fronted the rude sky ; the free torrent felt 
The ice its rushing turbulence o'ergrow. 
Translucent in iu cold captivity 
It hung, but Samor burst the invading frost 
From the untamed waters of his soul, and flow*d 
Petterleas on hia deep unfathom'd course. 

And thou, wild Deva, how hast thou foregone 
Thy summer mu»c, and thy sunny play 



&45 



550 



240 SAMOR, LORD OF 

Of eddies whitening ''mid thy channel stones ; 

Bard-belov*d river, on whose green-fiing'd bripk 

The fine imagining Grecian sure had feign'd 

''Twixt thy smooth Naiads and the Sylvans rude 470 

Of thy gray woods stol'n amorous intercourse ; 

With such a slow reluctance thou delay^st 

Under the dipping branches, that flap up 

With every shifting motion of the wind, 

Thy limpid moisture, and with serpent coil 575 

Dost seem as thou would*st mingle with thyself 

To wander o'er again the same lov'd coiurse. 

Now lies thy ice-bound bosom mute and flat 

As marble pavement, thy overshadowing woods 

One bare, brown leaflessness, that faintly dn^ 580 

At intervals the heavy icides. 

Like tears upon a monumental stone. 

But though thy merry waters and brisk leaves 

Are alent, with their dose-couch'd birds of song, 

Even in this blank dead season music loves 585 

Thy banks, and sounds harmonious must be heard 

Even o^er thy frozen wata-s. ^Twas an hymn 

From a low chapel by the river side. 
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Came smiggllng through the thick and hazy air. 
And made a gushing as of tears flow o'^er SUiO 

The Wanderer's soul ; the tbrni winds could not bow 
Nor erasing tempestSj those soft sounds aniate; 
Those dews of music melt into the frame 
Of adamant^ pn^f against the parching Frost, 

Under tlie porch he ghded in, ami knelt 595 

UnnoticM in the throng : whose motion sway'd 
The beasts of ravine, he before bis God 
Wore nought distinctive, save of diose hruUU reeds, 
Was he the sorest bruis^'d, and deepest seem'd 
The full devotion settling round his heart. 60O 

More musical tlian the music on that soul, 
So long mured to things tumultuous, sights 
Hugged and strange, and hurrying and distract, 
Came the sensation of a face beloy'd. 
The calm of that old reverend brow, the glow COS 

Of iu thin silver locks^ was like a flash 
Of smilight in the pauses of a storm. 
Now hath tlie white^tord Bishop lifted up 
His arms, his parting benign descends 
Like summer rain upon Ins flock. Whose eary dlO 
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Ofa, holy Genom, fek tbjr gnde i 

AsSmor^s? ah, when lart tliy nbiilj 1 

For liiiD lookM henvenwaid. Mid lev tremaioiis dm 

Tbj voice on Imn fareathVl ble«a^ \w» in noMs 

Far bri^iler, at that jocund faridbl hoar eiS 

When Eineric, rosy between flfaanie and JQjr, 

Stood with him bjr the akar flide:— ^ Thaa lire 

In krre till life'^s defmrtuie;^—- Sadi thjr prater. 

Ah, words how Tain ! sweet blfwangm nnenjoy^d ! 

The throi^ hath fMuted; in the Honae of God 690 
Still knelt the anned nan; with p rea sune strong 
He dasp'd old Germain^s hand— ^ Good Bishop, thon 
Art skiird in balancing our earthly sins, 
I was a man, whose high ambitious bead 
Was among God^s bri^t stars; I deemed of earth, 625 
As of a place whose dust my feet shook off 
With an heaven-gifted scorn, so fiu-, so high 
Seem'^d I above its tainting elevate. 
At midnight, on my slumber came the sin, 
I will not say how exquisite and fidr, 630 

Mine eyeUds sprung apart to drink it in. 
My soul.Ieap^d up to clasp it, and the fiilds 
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Of pas^OQ, like a fiery robe, wrapt in 

My nature ; I had falPn, but bounteous Heaven 

Of its most bleat permitted one t'extend 635 

A snow-white arm of rescue.''—" The hot tears 

Corrode and fret the warrior's brazen helm; 

I will not ask thee if thine outward eyes. 

Hath thy soul wept ?" — " Ayc^* Bishop, tears of blood ; 

Sorrow and shame weighed down my nerveless arm, 640 

And clipped th' aspring plumage of my soul; 

From out mine own heart scorn hjss'd at rae*"" — " Wellj 

Strong Man of arms, hajst tbiight the inward fight, 

And God remit thy sin% as I reDait"^ — 

** Then take thou to thine arms thy ancient friend ."^ 645 

So saying, uprose Sanior^ like a star 

Out of the ocean, shining his? bright face 

With tile pure dews of penitence. But he, 

The old man, fell upon his neck and wept. 

As though th* endearing name, my So% were voicM (35(1 

By nature, not by saintly use, a mund 

Not of tlie lips, but th'* oveiflowing heart 

Their's was a broken conferetnoe, drear thought* 

Of anguish, desolation^ and despair. 
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So moulded up with recollections sweet, €55 

They made the sunken visage smile thmugh tears; 

A few fair roses shed on a bromi heath, 

A little honey in deep cups of gall : 

Light bridal ^rs broke in upon by sounds 

Funereal, shouts of triumph languishing f3*i0 

To the faint shriek of agony, direness forc'd 

Into the fresh bowers of delightj and death, 

Th^ unjoyous, in the laughing feast of joy. 

'Tis th^ one poor luxury the wretched have 
To speak of wrctchednesa — ^yet brief their speech, 665 
*-*• Vengeance and vigilance," the stern adieu 
Even in that hoary Bishop's ear, he went. 

Bat by the Bishop's aide, just there where knelt 
Th' Avenger, a new form : 'twas man in garb, 
But the thin fringing of the humid cj^e^ BJO 

The dehcate wanderings of the rOey veins., * 

The round full alabaster of the skin. 
The briefness of the modest sliding step, 
Something of womanly tximposure smooth, 
Even in the close and girt habiliments, 675 

Belied the stern appearance. — ** Priest, with him 
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But now who parted, is my soul allied 


^1 


In secret, close society ; his faith 


^1 


Must be my faith, his G<Ki my God."—" Fair youth, ^^H 


I question not by what imperious tie 


^H 


Of admiration or strong love, thou 'it led | 


^H 


For as the Heavens with rilent pOM*er intense 


' ^B 


► )>raw upward the liglit mists and frigs of eartJi, 


^H 


And steepinii^ them in glory, hang them forth 


^H 


Fresh, renovate, and radiant t virtue holds 


^^M 


The like attracUve influence, to her trains 


^H 


Souls hght and clayey-tine tur'd, till they catch 


'^H 


The fair contagion of lier beauty, l>eam 


^H 


With her imparted light* Hear, heathen youth, 


^1 


Hear and lielieve."'— As when beneath the nave 


^^1 


Tall arching, the Cathedral organ '^ns 


i^l 


Its prelude, Ungeringly exquisite 


^H 


Within retired the bashful sweetness dwells, 


^H 


Anon like sunlight, or the floodgate rush 


^1 


Of waters, bursts it forth, clear, solemn, full ; 


^H 


It breaks ufxm the mazy fretted roof. 


^H 


It coils up round the clustering pillars tallp 


^B 


It leaps into the oelUike chapels, strikes 

\ 
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Beneath the pavement sepulchres, at onoe 
The living temple is indtinct, ablaze 7^0 

With the uneontroUed exubenmce dT sound. 
Even so with smoothing gentleness b^an 
The mitred Preacher, winning aiiiidience dose : 
Till rising up, the rajnd argument 
Soar'd to the Empjrrean, Unking earth 705 

With heaven by golden chains of eloquence ; 
Till the mind, all its fiumlties and pofwers ' 
Lay floating, self-surrender'^d in the deep 
Of admiration. Wondrous ^twas to see, 
With the transitions of the Holy Creed, 7l0 

The workings of that regular bright iMe: 
Now ashy blank, now glittering bright, now dew^d 
With fast sad tears, now with a weeping smile, 
Now heavy with drooped eyeEds, open now ' 
With forehead arch'd in rapture; 'till at last 715 

Ensued a gasping listening without breath. 
But as the vmce severe wound up the strain. 
And from the heavenly history to enforce 
The everlasting moral, 'gan extort 
From the noviciate in the jealous &ith 720 
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Passionless purity, and liie sincere 

From all the soft indulgences of ein ; 

Forbidden in tlie secret heart to shrine 

A dear unlaw^ijl image, to i^eserve 

A sad and narrow sanctuary for desire: 725 

Then stuocl in speechlessness^ yet suppliant. 

With snowy arms outstretcb'd, and quivering loose, 

The veiling mantle thrown in anguisli back» 

Confest tlie Woman j starting from their band, 

Like golden watem oW a marhle bed^ f30 

Flow'd out her long locks o'er her hal4-bar€ neck. 

" To tell me that in such cold solemn tones, 
All^ ail unwelcxmie^ bitter as it is, 
I must believe, for its oppressive truth 
Lc^s on my soul^ and he believes it all. JSB 

To tell it me here, here, where all around 
linger hi^ vestiges, where the warm air 
Yet hath the motion of his breath, the sound 
Of hia departing tbotstepe beating yet 
Upon my heart. Long sought i and found in vain i 740 
In sunshine Irnve I souglit thee and in ^liade, 
O'er mountmn have I tracked tlice, and through vale, 
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The cloud* have wrapp*cl thee> but I lost thee not. 

The tonx-nts drown'd thy track, but not from me, 

I dared not meet thee, but I sought lliee still ; 74S 

To me forbid, alone to me, what oil 

The coarse and cximmou things of nature may ; 

The airs of heaven may touch thee* I may not, 

All human eyes behold tliee — all but mine ^ 

And tliou, the senseless, enviable dust 7S0 

May'st cherish the round trara?s of his limbs^ 

His fresh fair image niuM away from nie. 

Oh, tliat I were the du&1 whereon thou tread^st. 

Even though I felt thee not i ^ — 'And is this she. 

The Virgin of the festal hall, who won 7^5 

A kingdom for a fimile, nor dejgn\I regard 

Its winnings and who stoop'd to be a Queen ? 

And is this she^ wliose coming on the earth 

Was like tlie Morn in her impcarletl car, 

Loftiest or loveliest which, 'twere bold to say f 7^^ 

She whose enamouring scorn fell luxury-like 

On her beholders, who seem'd glad to &hnnk 

Beneath the WTeath'd o^ntempt of her full lip? 

Tills ftlie, tl^ie Lady of the summer bark, 
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To u^om the suoshitie and the airs, and all 7^5 

Th"* inconstant waters play'cl the courtier smoot]i, 

That cast a human feeling of delight 

At her bcwilehing presence oer tlte blind 

Unamscious forms of nature ? Is tins she I 

Those ricli lips, for a moiiarch's banquet meet^ 770 

Visiting the dust with frantic kiss, thus law. 

Thus desolate^ thus fallen, of her fall 

Careless, so deep in shame, yet unadhaniM ! 

But tliouj Heaven reconcird, on earth the seal'd. 
The anointed by the prophet's gladdening oils, 775 

God's instrument, hatli midnight now reijuni'd 
Its spirit-wafHng function ? Emeric, she 
On earth so mild, in her had anger seem'd 
Unnatural as a war-song on a lute. 
As blocxl upon the pinion of a dove. JSo 

In heaven hath she her heavenly qualities 
Unlearnt ? is she the angel now in all 
But ita best part, itJTgiveness ? Can it be 
Th' ungentle Norths the bleak and snowy air 
Estrange her now ? those elements of earth 785 

Bui tyrannic beneath the moon, the stars 
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And spinti in tlieir nature privileg'd 

From heat and cold, from fevering and from &o&i^ 

Their pure and constant temperament mainfain^ 

Glide through the stomi ^rene, and rosy warm 

Rove the frore winter air. Are sounds abroad, 

That Samor from his mossy pillow, stretcliVi 

Under the oak, uplifts his head, and then 

Like one bliss overcome, subiides again ^ 

Half sleep, half sense he lies, hii nuptial hjmri. 

Articulate each gay and dancing word^ 

Distinct each delicate and dwelling fall, 

la somewhere in the air about him ; looka 

Are on him of a bashful eye, too fond 

To turn away, too timorous to Ex 

And rest unwavering. All the marriage rite 

Is acting now anew ; the sunlight falli 

Upon the gold dasp*d book of prayer, as then 

It fell^ and Gemuun speaks ns Germain spake; 

And Emeric, on her cheek the tear is tJiere, 

Where then it hung in lucid trembling brigfal ; 

The very fluttering of her yielded hand, 

When gUding up her finger small, the ring 
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Made her hU own for «ver, throbs a^in 


^M 




Upon his sensitiYe touch* He dares not move 
Lest he should break the lovely bubble fruilj 
His tranc'd eyes stir not, lest they rove away 
From that delicious ^ght, his ojien hand 
Lies pulseless, lest the slightest ch&nge disturb 


810 ^H 




That exquisite sensationj so he lies, 


^^M 




Knowing all false, yet teeliog aU as true. 


^1 




And it was false, yet why ? that is indeed. 


^H 




Which IB to sertse and aight. Ah» well beseems 


'^1 




Us, the strong insects of an April mom, 


^H 




Steatly and constant as the thistle's down 


^H 




When winds are on it, lasting as the flake 


^H 




Ot spring snow on the warm and grassy ground, 


^M 




Well beseems us, ourselves^ our form^ our lives, 


^H 




The earth we tread on, and the air we breathe. 


^H 




The light and glassy peopling of a dream, 


^^M 




T* arragn our visions for their perishing, 


^H 




And on their unreality to rail. 


^H 




Ungrateful to the illusion, that deceives 


^H 




To rapture, and unwise, to cast away 


^H 




Sweet flowers because tliey are nut amaranth. 


^^1 
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Thou, Samor, nor ungrateful nor unwise, 
That, 'scaping from this coKi and dark below, 
Dost spread thee out for thy peculiar joy 
A land of fair imaginings, with shapes, 
And sounds, and motions, and sweet stillnesses, S35 
Dost give up all the moon bcbolds to woe 
'And tumult, but in some tar quiet sphere 
Findest thyself a pure oompanionship 
With spirits thou dids*t love, and who lov^d thas 
While passionate and earthly sense was theirs. 840 
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Who tracks the &hip along the sea of storms ? 
"Who through the dark haste of the witilfy clouds 
Pierceth to where the planet in retired 
And constant motion tlie blue arch of heaven 
Traverseth ? Sometimes on the mountain top 
Of some huge wave the reappearing bark 
Takes its high stand, with pennon fluttering far 
And cautious sail half furlMj yet eminent 
As ot^ th' assaulting element in disdain. 
Sometimes amid' the darkness falling off. 
And scattering from its crystal sphere away. 
Bursts out the argent orb refri^hM, and shews 
Its lamp unquenchable. Thou voyager 
IMid the rude waves of desolation, St at" 
Of Britain's gloomy night, so ImHleht thou 
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CTer tiiDe, and CIvtftiui diaigsn), wad mood 
Am liiough to Aock its Maker's perisiung, 

LTpoQ the eastern pidiment stood out 
A 6erce reJief, where the tumultuous sUme 
Wm Dobly touched mto a fit device 
For th* tmmortal Homicide within r it showed 
His coming on the earth ; the God had bt^m. 
The gates dt Janu% that fell shattering back 
Behind him, from the wall the leoring steeds 
Sprung forth» and with their stony hoofs the air 
Insulted. Them Beliona urg'd, abroad 
Her snaky locks from her bare wrinkled brow 
Went scatterifig ; forward th' haggaid charioteer 
Lean''d, following to the coursers reeking flanks 
The furrowing scoutge with all herseLf, and hutig 
Over tlietr bai:ks half fury, and half joy. 
As tlniugh to listen to their bruieiDg hoofs. 
That trampled die thick massacre. Erect 
Behind, with sliield drawn in ainl forward spear. 
The c<m*d helm finely sliapVl to th' arch lug brow. 
The God stood up within tlie car, that seemed 
To rush whenever the fleet wind swept by. 
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His brow was ^lory^ aiid his arm wm t>ower, 




^1 


And ft smooUi himiortiility of joutli^ 




^1 


T*ike freshness from Elysium newly left. 




j^l 


Th* embalming of celestial airs inhal'd^ 




'^1 


Touchy with a beauty to be nhudder'd at 


85 


^H 


His DiaAsy shape, a lightning- like tierce grace. 




. ^H 


That makes itseli* admir'd, whilst it destmys. 




^H 


There on a tlnone, fronting llie morning sun, 




^H 






^H 


Unshcath'd ; with Ba?agc art had he broke up 


DO 


^H 


Hiiiv lie I met to the likeness of a crown. 




^H 


Thereon uncouthly set and clustering bright 




^H 


Rich jewels ^Utter'd; to his people rang'd 




^H 


Upon the steps of marble iloping down, 




^1 


Barlmric justice minist'ring he sate. 


m 


^1 


Expounding th' absolute law of his own will. 




^M 


And from tJie abject ai his feet received 




^H 


Homage ihat seem'd like worship: not alone 




^1 


From his wild people, but from hps baptiz^, 




;* ^m 


Came titles that might make the patient Heavens 


im 


^H 


Burst to the utterance of a knghing scorn ; 




^1 


Might wake up from the ho&jm of the grave, 
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A bitter and compasfflonate contempt, 

To hear the inheritance of her dull worms, 

NamM in his dauntless and unblushing style, 105 

" UnconquVable ! Omnipotent ! Supreme !" 

But all along the ranging column files. 
And all abroad the turgid landings spread, 
" Unconquerable ! Omnipotent ! Supreme !*• — 

Yet he, the Stranger, whom Prince Malwyn leads, 1 10 
He bows not, those hymn'd flatteries seem to jar 
Upon his sense, so high his head he bears 
Above them, like a man constrain'^d to walk 
Amid low tufts of poisonous herbs ; he fronts 
The monarch, and thus '^ns his taunting strain : 1 IS 
*^ Unconquerable ! whose conquering is the wolTs^ 
That when the shifting battle rages yet. 
Steals to some desert comer of the field. 
And riots on the spoils. Omnipotent ! 
Aye, as a passive weapon, wielded now, 120 

Now cast away contemptuous for the dust 
To canker and to rust around. Supreme ! 
O'er whom is Ruin on its vulture wings, 
Scoffing the bubble whereupon thou rid'st. 
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And waiting Hengist's call to swoop and pieroe 125 

And dissipate its swain and airy pride. 

Whose diad«m of glory, sword of power, 

Yea, breath of life, at Hengtst*s wayward wiU, 

Cling to thee, ready at his beck to fade, 

And shiver and expire'' — *' At Hengist's call I 13© 

At Hengiat'a beck * at Hengist's ! "^ — the word chokM, 

With eyes that dug into the Stranger's face. 

Yet so by wrath bewilder*d, they had lost 

Distinction, rose Caswallon, From the wall 

A lance he seiz'd, huge as a pine-tree stem, 135 

That on Blencathara stands slieer Against heaven's storms: 

Far o'er all heads a long and rapid flight 

It cut along tlie air^ till ahnc^t fail'd 

The siglit to track it to its ponderous fall. 

Then taking on his throne liis quiet seat, HO 

" Back, back to Hengist, say my lance flies tlius, 

Bid him o ercast it, then come here again 

To menace at Caswallon^^ — " Soft and weak, 

(Pursued the unwondering Stranger) know'st thou not. 

There is a strength, that is not of the arm, 145 

Nor standeth in the muscles sinewy play F 
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It striketh, but its striking is unseen, 

It wieldeth, what it wieldeth seeming yet 

Sway*d by its own free motion. King, I say. 

Thou stepp'st not, speak'st not, but obedient still 150 

To Hengist^s empre, thouH a dbg that hunts 

But as thy master slips thee on his game, 

A bridled steed, that vaunteth as his own 

His rider's prowess.^ — << Hah ! I know thee now. 

Insolent outcast, Samor !'' — ** And I thee, 155 

Self-outcast, once a Briton— oh thou fall'*n 

When most thou seem'st exalted, oh most base 

When most ennobled, a most ptiful slave 

When bearing thee most lordly ! Briton once, 

Ay, every clod of earth that makes a part 160 

Of this isle*s round, each leaf of every tree, 

And every wave of every streamlet brook. 

Should look upon thee with a mother's glance, 

And speak unto thee with a mother's voice. 

But thou, most impious and unnatural son, 1(;5 

Hast sold thy moAer to the shame and curse 

Of foreign lust, hast knit a league to rend 

And sever her, most proud if some torn limb 



THE BRIGHT CITY. 261 

Be cast thee for thy lot^. — Then rose again 

Caswallon, fix)m his brow the crown took off, 170 

And placing it in Samor s hand — ** I read 

Thy purpose, and there's fire in^ by my throne ! 

Now, Samor, place that crown upon my head. 

Do me thy h<xnage, kneeling, as thy king. 

And thou and I, we'll have a glorious tilt 175 

At these proud Saxons. Turn not off; may boys. 

Gild their young javelins in Caswallon'^s blood, 

And women pluck me by the beard, if e'er 

On other terms I league with thee."" — The crown 

Samor received, and Samor look'd to heaven, 180 

And Samor bow'd his knee, — " Almighty Grod, 

If thine eternal thunderbolts are yet 

Unweary of their function dire, if earth 

Yet, yet have not exhausted and consumed 

Thy flame-wing'd armoury of wrath, reserve 185 

Some signal and particular revenge 

For this man's head, so this foul earth shall learn, 

Ere doomsday, that the sin, whose monstrous shape 

Doth most offend diy nice and sensitive sight. 

Is to bear arms against our native land. 190 
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Make thou of him a monumental ruin, 

To publish in the ages long remote. 

That sometimes is thy red right hand uplift 

Against the living guilty.*" — And to earth, 

Upleiqiing, Samor dashed the crown ; the gems 1 95 

Ijay starry on the pavement white. On high 

Caswallon the reared sword of justice swung, 

Heavy with death, above th' Avenger'*s head. 

But he — ^^ Caswallon, hold thine hand, here, here 

Thy warrant for my safety, by thy son 20O 

A poniard given, upon his heart to wreak 

All evil done myself,^ With bosom bare 

Stood Malwyn by the Avenger's side. But he 

Viewing that downy skin, empurpled o'er 

With youth's light colouring, and his constant mien, 205 

Cast down the dagger, and ^* Fall what fall may. 

Excellent boy, my hand shall still be white 

From blood of thine." — Like wild-boar in his rush 

Baffled, or torrent checked, Caswallon paus'd^- 

" Now, Christian, where learnt thou the art to wrest 210 

My vengeance from me ? Go, go, I may strike 

If the fit fire me.— By Andraste, boy, 
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Boy Malwyn, there's thy father m thy blood. 
Huh, Satnor, thou hast 'fecap^ me now, erewhUe 
111 make a footstool of thy n^k^ to moiuit 
On Britain's thmne : alive or deadj I'U have 
A knee as supplcj and a front as low 
From thee, as any of my milk-fed slaves : 
Goj go*" — And Malwyn led the Avenger forth 
Along the dull and sleepy shore of Ouse, 
Till all Caer Ebranc's sounds flagged on his ear, 
And all its towers had dwindled from his sight* 
Ere parting, Malwyn clasp'd his hand, and tears 
Hung in his eydids,— ^* Oh^ tliou know^st not yet 
How Hengist sways my father's passive mind ; 
My sister, my sweet Lilian, she whose sight 
Made mine eyes tremble, whom IVe stoFn to see, 
Despite my father's stem command, asleep 
With parted lips, and snowy breathing skin. 
Scarce knew she me^ her brother, her knew I 
So only that my spirit yeam'd to mix 
With her^s in fondness, she, even she, the soft: 
The innocent, a wolf had lov'd her, she 
Hath felt the drowning waters o'^ her close> 



264 SAMOR, LORD OF 

Fair victim of an hellish saerifioe.'^ 235 

After a troubled silence, spake the Chief: 
" Malwyn, my Christian pupil, God will give 
The lov'd on earth another meeting place ; 
Adieu, remember, Vengeance, Vigilance.'' — 

The Spring had made an early effort faint, 210 

TT encroach upon the Winter's ancient reign ; 
And she had lur*d forth from the glittering earth 
The snowdrc^ and pale cowslip, th* elder tree 
And hawthorn their green buds shot out, yet feared 
T'entrust the rude air^with th^ dainty folds. 24S 

A fresh green sparkled where the snow had been. 
And here and there a Inrd on the bare spray 
Warbled a timorous welcome, and the stream 

Of Eamont, as rejoicing to be free. 

Went laughing down its sunny silvering course. 250 
The only wint*ry thii^ on Eamont^s shore 

Is human ; powerless are the airs that touch 

To breathing and to kindling the dead earth, 

Powerless the dewy trembling of the sun. 

To melt around the heart of Vortimer 255 

The snow that flakes and curdles there — that bank. 
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That little hank of fair atid cherishM turf, 

Whereon bis head reclines, ah^ doth not rest I 

By its round swelling* likest were a grave, 

Save that 'twere brief and narrow for all else 260 

But fairy, or those slender watery shapes 

That dan<^ beneath tlie stream. Yet there tlie Spring 

Ha til droppM her first, lier tenderest Woom ; the airs 

Find the first fiowei^ odours on that spot ; 

C0WEljp is there, and primrose faint and pde, 265 

The daisy and th^ vic4et*s blue eyes. 

Peeping from out the shaking grass. The step 

Of Samor wakens the pale slumlierer there. 

He lifts his lean hands up, and parts away 

The matting hair from o'er hk eyes, which look 2*0 

As though the painful sunlight wilder'd them. 

With stony stare tlmt saw not ; siave that lay 

A shepherd's waUet by his side, had seemy 

That foot of man ne'er ventured here; all sounds 

Were strange and foreign, save the pendant arms 275 

Swinging above with heavy knolling s^mnd. 

But Samor's presence made a sudden break 

Upon his miserable flow of thought ; 
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He modonM first with bony arm, then spake. 
" Away, away, thou'rt fearful, thoult disturb, 280 

Away with thy arm'd head and iron heel. 
She will not venture, while thy aspect fierce 
Haunts hereabout, she cannot brook a sound. 
Nor anything that's rude, and dark, and harsh. 
Nor any voice, nor any look but mine ; 285 

She will not come up, if thou linger*st here ; 
Hard and discourteous man, why seek to keep 
My own, my buried from me ? why prevent 
The smiling intercourse of those that love ?" — 
^^ Sad man, what mopi'^st thou ?^ — ^^ Speak not, but 
begone, 290 

I tell thee, she'^s beneath, I laid her there. 
And she'll come up to me, I know she will, 
Trembling and slender, soil and rosy pale. 
I know it, all things sound, and all things smiley 
As when she wont to meet me." — " Wofiil youth, 295 
The dead shall never rise but once.*" — ** And why ? 
The prunrose that was dead, I saw it shed 
Its leaves, and now again 'tis firesh and fair ; 
The swallow, fled on gliding wing away, 
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Like a departing spirit, see, it skims 300 

The waters ; the white dormouse, lliat went down 

Into its cave, hath l)een abroad ; the stream. 

That was so silent, hark f its muriDuring voice 

Is round aixfut us ; Lihan too, to meet 

The voices and the breathing things she Wd, 305 

Amid the sunshine and the springing joy 

Will rise again.'*^ — " Kind Heaven, I should have known. 

Though rust embrown'd yon breasUplate, and yon hehn, 

I should have known, though furrow}- stink and wan^ 

That face, though wrecked and broken, that toll form ; 

Prince Vortimer ! in maiden or in chlltl, Si I 

Fancies eo sick and wild had been most sad, 

But in a martial and renowned chiefs 

Might teach a trick of pity to a fiend* 

Oh, much abus'd t much injur^'d I well, too well 315 

Hath that fell man the deed of evil wrought" — 

*' Man, man ! then there is man, whose blood wiU flow, 

Whose flesh will quiver under the keen steel, 

Samor T — And up he leap'd, as though he flung 

Like a dead load, the dreamy madness ofi", 320 

'' Samor ! thou tranquil ioul ! that walk'st abroad 
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With thy cahn reason, and thy cloudless fiioe 

Unchangeable, as a cold midnight star : 

Thou scarce wilt credit, I have found a joy 

In hurling stones down on that glassy tide^ 325 

And with an angry and quick-dashing foot. 

Breaking the senseless smoothness, that methought 

Smiled wickedly upon me, and rejmcM 

At its own guilt, and my calamity. 

But oh, upon a thing that feels and bleeds, 330 

And shrieks and shudders, with avenging arm 

To spring ! Where is't and who ? good Samor teD.'' — 

And Samor told the tale, and thus — ^^ Brave youth. 

Not only from yon narrow turf, come up 

From Britain's every hill, and glen, and plain^ 335 

Deep voices that invoke thee, VcM^mer, 

To waken from thy woful rest. Thy arm 

No selfish, close, and singular revenge 

Must nerve and freshen ; in thy country^s cause, 

Not in thy own, that fury must be wreak'd." 340 

His answer was the brandishing his sword. 
Which he had rent down from th"* overhanging bougby 
And the infuriate riot of his eye. 
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« Oh, perilous your hazard^" still went on 
Simor, " ye foes of freedom, ye take off 345 

Heaven's bonds from all our fiercer part of man. 
Ye legalize forbidden thoughts^ the thirst 
Of blood ye make a glory, give the hue 
Of honour and splf-admiratloti proud. 
To passions murkyj dark* unreconcU'd: 350 

The stem and Pagan vengeance sanctify 
T* a Christian virtue, and our prayers, that mount 
Unto the throne of God, tliough liarshly toned 
With imprecations, take their flight unchecked.'' 

But Vortimer upon the grassy bank 355 

Had fall'n, " Not long, sweet spirit, oh not long. 
Shall violets be wanting on thy grave,'"^ — 

Yet unaccompani*:d the Avenger past, — 
As though the wonted dark and solemn words> 
** Vengeance and Vigilance," liad fix'd him there, 360 
Prince Vortimer remains by Eamont side, 

Samor f the cities hear thy lonely voice, 
Thy lonely tread is in the quiet vale. 
Thy lonely arm, amid his deq) trench'd camp, 
The Saxon hears upon some crashing hekn 36$ 
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Breaking in thunder and in death. But thee. 

Why see I thee by Severn side ? what soft 

And indolent attraction wiles thee op, 

Even on this cold and gusty April day, 

To the sad desert of thy ancient home ? 370 

Why mingle for thyself the wormwood cup ? 

Why plunge into the fount of bitterness ? 

Or why, with sad indulgence, pamper up. 

Wilful the moody sorrow, and relax 

Thy high-strung spirit ? Oh, so near, no power 375 

Hath he to pass from those old scenes away. 

He must go visit every spot beWd, 

And think on joys, no more to be enjoyM. 

Ruin is there, but ruin slow and mild. 
The sjnder^s wandering web is thin and gray 380 

On roof and wall, here clings the dusky bat. 
And, where his infants vcnces us^d to sound. 
The owlet's sullen flutter and dull chirp 
Come o^er him ; on his hospitable hearth 
The blind worm and slow beetle crawl their round. 385 
Yet is no little, light, and trivial thing. 
Without its tender memory ; first with kiss, . 
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Long and apparent sweetj the primrose bed 

He visits, where that graceful girl is laid. 

Then roves he every chamber; eye, and ear, 390 

And soul, all full of her, that is not there : 

Emeric haunts everywhere, there's not a door 

Her thin form hath not glided tlirough, no stone 

Upon the chequer^ marble where her foot 

Hath never glanc'd, no window whence her eym 395 

Have never gaE*d for him ; the walls have heard 

Her voice ; her touch, now deathly cold, hath Ijeen 

Warm on so many things ; there hangs, even now, 

The lute, from whence those harmonies she drew, 

So spherelike sweet, they seem'd to drop from heaven. 

There, where the fox came starting out but now, 401 

There, circled with her infants^ did she sit : 

And here Uie bridal couch, the a>uch of love, 

A httle while, and then the bed of death. 

And lo that holy scroll of parchment, stampM 405 

Witli many a sentence of the word of God, 

Still open^ Samor could not choose but read 

In large and brilliant characters emblazM, 

The Preacher'a " Vanity of vanities." 
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How like is grief to pleasiire ! here to itay 4I0 

One day, one night, to see the eve sink down 
Into the water, with its wonted fall, 
^is strange temptation— end to gather up 
Sad relics. And the visionary night I 
How will its airy forms oome sliding down, 41S 

Here, where is dd familiar footing all, 
TTis strange temptation. — ^But the White-horse BMg 
Fast waving o'er his sight, at once he thoi^t 
Of that seal'd day of destiny, when his foot 
Should tramjde on his neck, and burst away. 490 

Oh secret traveller o'^er a ruined land. 
Yet onoe more must I seek thee 'mid the drear. 
The desolate, the dead. On Ambri plain. 
On Murder's blasted place of pride. Might seem 
At distance ^twas a favour'^d meadow, bri^t 4^5 

With richer herbage than the moorland brown 
Around it, the luxurious weeds look'd boon. 
And glanc'd their many-ooburs fleck'd with dew. 
Seen nearer, scattered all around appeared 
Few relics of that sumptuous feast, the wrecks 4S0 

Of lifeless things, that gaily glittered still. 
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While all the living had been dark so long. 

Fragments of banners, and pavilion shreds. 

Or broken goblet here and there, or ring, 

Or collar on that day how proudly worn ! 435 

A stol^ and hurried burying had there been ; 

Here had the pious workman, as disturbed 

At his imperfect toil, left struggling out 

A hand, whose bleached bones seem'^d even yet to grasp 

The earth, so early, so untimely left. 440 

And here the gray flix of the wolf, here black 
Lay feathers of the obscene raven'^s wing. 
Shewing, where they had marr'd the fruitless tcnl. 
And uncouth stones bore here and there a name, 
Haply the vaunted heritage of kings. 445 

It was a sad and stricken place ; though day 
Was in the heaven, and the fresh grass lookM green, 
The light was wither'd, nor was silence there 
A soothing quiet ; busy ^twas, and chill 
And piercing, rather absence of strong sound, 450 

Than stillness, like the shivering interval^ 
Between the pauses of a passing bell. 
Oh Britain ! what a narrow place confines 

T 
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Thy powerful and thy j»incdy ! that gray earth 

Was what adom'd and made thee proud : the fair, 455 

Whose beauty was the rapture of thy maidsi 

The treasure of thy mothers :. and the brave. 

Whose constant valour was thy waQ of strength : 

The wealthy, whose air-gilding palace towers 

Made thee a realm of glory to detain 460 

The noon-day sun in his career ; thy wise, 

Whose grave and solemn argument oontidQ^d 

Thy councils, and thy mighty, whose command 

Was law in thy strong cities, Beauty, weakh. 

Might, valour, wisdom, mingled and absorb'd 4S5 

In one cold similarity of dust. 

One layer of white and silent ashes all. 

1 he air breathes of mortality ; abroad 

A sjnrit seems to hover, pouring in 

Dim thoughts of Doomsday to the soul ; steal up 470 

Voiceless sensations of eternity, 

From the blank earth. Oh, is it there beneath 

Th** invisible everlasting ? or dispers'd 

Among its immaterial kindred free. 

The elements ? Oh man ! man ! fit compeer 473 
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Of worms and angek, trodden under foot, 
Yet boundless hj the infinite expanse 
Of ether ! mouldering and immutable ! 

But thou, Avenger, in that quiet glebe. 
How many things are hid, once link'd to thee 480 

By ties more gentle than the coupling silk, 
That pairs two snowy doves ? hands used to meet 
In brotherly embrace with thine, and hearts 
Wherein thy image dwelt, clear, changeless, full 
As the Spring moon upon a crystal lake, 485 

Faces in feast, in council, and in fight, 
That took their colouring from thine. And thou 
Alone art breathing, moving, speaking here. 
Amid the cold, the motionless, the mute ! 

Among that solemn multitude of graves 490 

One woman hath her dwelling : round and round 

She wanders with a foot that seems to fear 

That it is treading over one belov*d. 

She seems to seek what she despairs to find. 

There'^s in her eye a wild enquiring roll, 495 

Yet th' eye is stony. Oft she stops to hear, 

Then, as in bitter disappointment, shakes 
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Her loose hair, and again goes wandering on. 

She shrieked at Samor'^s presence, and flung up 

Her arms, and in her shriek was laughter. ^ Thou I 

What dost thou with that face above the earth, 501 

Thou should'stbe withtherestP— ^'My&iend'ssaftfarid^ 

The dainty Evelene !"— " That's it, the name 

Wherewith the winds have mock'^d me every mom. 

And every dusky eve— or was it then? 505 

Aye then it was, when I was w<Hit to sleep 

On a soft bed, and when no rough winds blew 

About me, when I ever saw myself 

Drest glitt'ringly, and there was something else 

Then, which there is not now." — " Thy Elidure, 5iO 

Ah! houseless widow !*^ — ^^ Hah i thou cunning man, 

Twas that, Hwas that, and thou canst tell me too 

Where they have laid him — well thou canst, I know 

There^s deep connexion 'twixc my grief and thee. 

Thou, thou art he that wakest sleepers up, 515 

And send'st them forth along the cold bare heath, 

To seek the dark and disappearing. There 

Sound bowlings at the midnight bleak, and blasts 

Shivering and fierce. And there come peasant boors 
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That bring the mourner breads and weave the roof 520 

Above her, of the brown and rustling iern. 

But never sounds the voice, or comes the shape 

She sought for* Oh, my wakings and my sleeps 

How exquisite they were, upon his breast 

I slept, and when I woke there smil'd his face."" 525 

Even as the femaJe pigeon to her nest, 
All ruffled by rude winds and discompos'dj 
Returning, with full breast sits brooding down. 
And all sinks smooth around her and beneath: 
So when the image of departed joy 530 

Revisited the heart of that sad wife. 
Settled to peace its wayward and distraught, 
Sweetly she spake, and uncjonfus^dly heard, 
Of him the low, the undistinguishM laid. 
Of Samor^s friend, her bridegrtKjm, Elidure, 5S5 

And somewhat of her pale and tender bloom 
With a faint flourishing enlivened up 
The withered and the sunken in her cheek ; 
But when again alone, oVr heart and brain 
Flash\) back the wandering, reconimenc'd the seareh 
Ever with broken questioningSj and mute 540 
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lip-parted figtemngs, pautes at each gam. 

As though it were her right, where lay her lard. 

That some inherent ccmsciousnesB ^Kmld start 

Within her ; though ^tis nature^s law, that one 545 

Cold undistinguished silence palla the dead, 

Yety yet ^tis hard and cruel not to grant 

One low sound, even the likeness of a sound. 

To tell her where to lay hex down and die. 

Sure there are spirits round her, yet all leagued 550 

T^ abuse and lead astray, and his, even his. 

Pitiless as the rest, with jealous care 

Concealing its felt presence. Ghosdy night 

Wafts her no dusk intelligaioe ; the day 

Shews nothing with its broad and faring rays. 555 
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But thou from North to South hast ranged the iile, 

From Skiddaw to the Cornwall 8ea4)eat rocks, 

One icy face of desolation cold, 

One level sheet of sorrow and dismay, 

Avenger ! thou hast traversed, hast but held 5 

Companionship with mourners and with slaves. 

Upon the northern rocks of Ccnnwall meet 
Th** Avenger and the Warrior; thus spake he— 
" How name ye yon strong castle on the rock 7^ 
" Tintagel> the Prince Gorlois' towers." — " And whose 
Yon soldiers cresting with their camp the shcMre, 1 1 

And yon embattled navy on the sea. 
Rounding their moony circle 7^ " Mine.^ — " And thou ?** 
^^ Methinks, most adcmn questioner, the helm 
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Might well pfodaim Pendngao.^ — ^ No, tbe brow, 1 5 

Whereon that scaly blazon md to glofr. 

Had ne'er been girdii^ with unnatural flkge 

A British castle, while all Britain laj 

In diains beneath the Stranger.'" — ^ What art thou. 

That beardest in thy high and taunting vein 20 

The Princes of the land P''— « A Prince.'*— " Thus ann'd 

And thus attir*d !"*— ** Misjudging, must thou kam 

The actions are the raiment of the man. 

Better to serve my country in worn weeds 

And dinted arms like mine, than ''gainst her sans 25 

To lace a golden panoply. This rust, 

^is Saxon blood, for thine, its only jHaise 

Is its bright stainlessness. Look not, fierce Prince, 

As from my veins its earliest spots should fall, 

^is Britain barbs the arrows that I speak, SO 

And makes thy heart its marL^' — *^ What man or more 

Thus fires and freezes, angers and controls 

With the majestic valour of his tongue. 

The never yet controlled, and bears the name 

Of Britain, like a shield before him, broad 35 

And firm against my ripe and bursting wrath? 
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Samor t come, honourM warrior, to my arms ; 

Oh shame to see, and seeing not to know 

The noblest of our Lsle,** — ** No amis may fold 

Samor wiUiin tliem, but a Briton's ; thou 40 

By this apostate war clisown'st the name. 

And leaguest dark alliance with her foes " 

'* AJij then thou know'st not, in yon rock is mew'd 
The crsl\y kite that hath my dove in thrdl 
My dove, my bride^ my sweet Igema; her 45 

That Gorloifl with his privy talon swoop'd, 
The gentlej the defenceless, and looks down 
Ftutn his air^winging eyrie on my wratb, 
That like the sea against that rooted rock. 
Trashes and roars in vain.'" — ** Thy bride ?" — ^^ My bride. 
By boly words in saintly chapel spoke; 51 

And all before the twilight meetings stolen. 
Upon the shelly beach, when came my bark 
Sliding with smooth oar through the soundless spray 
From the Armoric shore, and \uws so fond S5 

The unfelt waters crept up n^und our feet; 
All after rapturoiis union undisturbed. 
Her father's blessing on our bridal couch, 
Promise of infant pledges, all overthrown. 
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All withered by that GotIcns, that low vorm 60 

I were too proud to tread oo beretofcNre ; 

He with Bome cold and antiquated ploa 

Of broken compact by the are, away 

Reft with a villain stealth th* ill-guarded gem. 

And hoards it in his lone and trackless cave.^ 65 

** A darker and more precious theft has been: 
This Britain hath been stolen, this fair isl^ 
This land of free-bom Christian men become 
The rapine of fierce Heathens. Uther, hear. 
Hear, son of Constantine ! most dear the ties 70 

Of wedlock earthly woven, yet sealed by God ; 
But those that link us to our native land 
Are wrought out from th' eternal adamant 
By the Almighty. Oh thy oountry^s call 
Loud with a thousand voices drowns the tone JS 

Of sweet-complaining even from wife belov'd— 
Forego the weaker, Uther, and obey 
The stronger duty.^ — <^ Bloodless man and eoU, 
Or wrong I thee ; perchance the Saxon hokls 
Thy Enieric, and my claims must cede to thine^ 80 

Even as all beauties to that peerless star.^-— 

<< Spare, Uther, qpare thy taunting, ihi is safe^ 
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Briton or Saxon harm not her."^ — ** 'Tis welU 

Fair tidings 1 but thy almddering brow looks white.'' 

*' There's a cold saf«^ty, Uthcr, witli the dead, 85 

There is where foes disturb no more^ the grave,"" 

" Pardon me, fiiend^-oh pardon — ^but my wife. 

She too will seek that undistujbtd place, 

Ere yield to tlmt pale craven's love; if t&lse 

She dare not live, and yet, oh yet she livcs,^ 90 

Uprose the Avenger, and his way he took 
To where the rock broke off abrupt and sheer* 
Before hira yawn'd the chasm, whose depth of gloom 
Severed the island Castle froni the sJiore : 
The ocean waves, as though but newly rent 95 

That narrow channel, tumbled to and fro, 
RushVI and reeoird* and sullenly sent up 
An everlasting roar, deep echoed out 
Frcmi tV underworking caverns ; the white guUa 
Were wandering in the dusk abyss, and shone 10t> 

Faint sunUght here and tlicre on the moist slate* 
The Castle drawbridge hung aloof, arm'd men 
Pac'd the stem ramparts, javelins look'd out 
From embrasure and loop-hole, arbaliat 
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And bowBtring loaded lay with wdgfat of diift 105 

Menacmg. On the Azzj brink stood up 
Th^ Avenger, like a Seraph when abaolT'd 
His earthly miasion, on some sunny peak 
He waits the gathering doud, whereon he woot 
To charioteer along the azure space ; llO 

In vain he waits not, under his plumM feet. 
And round about his spreading wings it floats, 
And 9&ils off proudly with its heavenly fineigbt. 
Even thus at Samor^s call down heavy fdl 
The drawbridge, o^er the abyss th^ Avenger qprings ; IIS 
TintagePs huge portcullis groaning up 
Its grooves gives way ; then up the jealous bridge 
Behind him leaps, the gate falls claAing down. 
Half wonder, and half fear, Pendnigdn shook 
The terrors of his crest, and gasping stood, 1 20^ 

As when a hunter is gone in to brave 
The bear within his shaggy den, down peers 
His fellow through the dusk, and fears to see 
What his keen eyes strain after. But elate 
Appeared upon the rampart that tall Chief, 125 

Seeming on th' outpoured garrison to cast 
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Words potent as the fabled wizard's oils. 

With the terrific smoothness of their fire 

Wide sheeting the hushM ocean ; th^ arbalist 

Discharged its unaim'd bolt, the arrow ftU 130 

From the slack bowstring; careless of his charge. 

The watchman from his turret lean'd, oV all 

Brightening and stilling the high language spread. 

Giving a cast of pride to vulgar brows. 

Shedding o*er stupor and thick-breathing awe 155 

A solemn hue of gloiy ; Far it spread 

Beyond the sphere of sound, th' indignant brow, 

The stately waving of the arm discoursed, 

Flow'd argument from every eomely Umb, 

And the whole man was eloquence. From cliff, HO 

From bark gai'd UtheFs soldiery* one voice 

Held in suspense the wild and busy war. 

And on the motion of his hps, the fate 

Of two strung armies hung. Anon the gate 

Flew up, tile bridge lay shuddering o'er the chasm. 145 

Forth Samor comes, a Lady by his side. 
And Gorlois in the garb of peace behind. 
TremUingly she came gliding on, and smooth, 
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As the west wind o^er beds of flowers, a child 

Was with her : the oool freshness of die air 150 

Seem'd o'er her marUe dieek a flush unus'd 

To breathe, and human faces o'*er her threw 

A modest, fiunt disturbance. Uther rushed 

To meet her, ere he came her fidhng frame 

SeemM as it sought some breast to sink upon, 155 

Though feebly resolute,^ that none but his 

Should be the chosen resting place. But he 

Severe withheld her. — ^ Can the snowdrop Moam 

Untainted on the hemlock bank, near thee, 

Igema, long hath trail'4 * venomous plant, IM 

Hast thou the sullying influence scap*d ?" — She strore 

To work displeasure to her brow, die joy. 

The fondness would not give it place : she held 

Her boy on high, she pointed from the linas 

Of his soft face to Uther's, with appeal 165 

Half rapture, half reproach, and cast herself 

With timid boldness on her rightful ooudi, 

Her husband's bosom, that receiv'd her in. 

Even as the opening clouds an angel home 

Returning. But the joyous boy relax'd 170 
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His features to a beautiful delight ; 

To the fierce Dragon on his father's helm 

lifting his sportive hand, and smoothing down 

The horrent scales, and looking with glad eye 

Into the fiery hollow of his jaws. 175 

Mute lay the amues, the pak Gorlois wrought 
His features to a politic joy, alone 
Stood Samor and aloof, be stood in tears. 
Samor, amid the jdain of buried mexi 
Tearless, and in his own deserted home, 180 

In tears unveil'd befc»e th' assembled camp ; 
It was so Uke a meeting after death. 
That union of the husband and the wife. 
So ghostly, so unearthly. Thus shall meet 
The disembodied, Emeric and himself, 185 

Not with rude rocks their footing, the cold airs 
And cloudy sunshine of this world around. 
But all of life must intervene, and all 
The long dark grave mysterious ; yet even here 
It was a sweet impossibility, 190 

Wherewith at times his soul mad dalliance held, 
An earthly^ bodily, sensible caress, 
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Even long and rapturous, as that hanging now 
On Uther^s neck from soft Igerna'^s arms. 

Upon the silence burst a voice, that cried 195 

^^ Arthur,^ whereat the child his sport broke off 
With that embossed serpent, and stretched out 
His arms, where, on the fragment of a rock. 
Stood Merlin. '' Arthur, hail ! hail, fatal Boy, 
Bright arrow from the bow of Destiny, 200 

Gro forth upon thy fiery course ! the steeds 
Are in the meadows, that shall bear thee forth. 
Thee and thy barded chivalry ! the spears 
Are forg*d wherewith in tourney and in fight 
Ye shall overbear the vaunting Saxon ! shields ;?05 

Are stamping with your bright devices bold ; 
And Bards are leaning on their high-strung harps^ 
Awaiting thee, to flower out in their boon 
And ripe fertility of song. Go forth. 
Strong reaper in the harvest of renoivn^ 210 

Arthur ! the everlasting Lord of Fate 
Hath summoned thee to thy immortal race !^ 

The infant dapp'd his hands, Pendrag^m fluog 
Aloft his scaly bickering crest^ her child 
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Iflrems folded to her heart, and wept* 215 

And forward leap'd the Avenger to salute 
Snowd*m''s dark Prophet, Merlin was not there. 

Good fortune on good fortune followeth fast; 
Tidingis come rapid of a Breton fleet 
Seen on the aauthem shore ; the Chiefs are jiast 220 
To where th' ArchangefB Mount overlooks the sea* 

Oh go not to thy couch, thou bright hair'd Sun l 
Though Ocean spread its welcoming breast, yet pause 
"•Miii that etherial architecture wrought 
Around tliee by thine own creative Ught. 22$ 

How broa^l the over-vaulting palace arch 
Spreatls up the heavena with amctliyst eiel'd, and hung 
With an en woven tapestry of flame, 
Wav'd over by long banner and embla^'d, 
I^ike hall of old barbaric Potentate, 230 

With scutcheon and with shield, timt now unfold^ 
Now in their cloudy trxture sbHl; and paved 
With watery mosaic rich, the waves 
Quick glancmg, like a flouting surface^ laid 
With porphyry and crystal inter wrought 345 

Thera's yet a sight, oh Sun ! to check awhile 
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Thy setting ; lo, the failing breezes lift 

The white wings of that &ir Annoric fleet 

To catch the level lines of light ; the oars 

Flash up the spray, that purples as it falls : 240 

While wearing one by one, thdr armed fine^rht 

They cast out on the surfy beach. The Kings, 

King Eimys and AnncMric Hod meet 

Pendragon, Samor, and their band of chiefB. 

There meet they on the land's extremest verge 24$ 
To conquer, to detiver, few, but strong. 
Strong in the sinews of the soul ; as rose 
The giant wrestler from his mother^s breast. 
Earth-bom Anteus, his huge limbs refreshed 
For the Herculean combat, so shall ye, 250 

Kings, Chiefs, and Warriors, from your native soil 
Draw to the immortal faculties of mind 
A springtide everlasting and unchanged. 
The armour of a holy cause outshines 
The iron or the knosped brass, and hopes 255 

And memories to the home-returning brave 
Crowding 6rom eveiy speck of sacred earth, 
Outplead the trumpet^s wakening blast, tiU leaps 
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Vengeance to Glory's vanguard post^ and leajds 

The onset, and looks proudly down to see 260 

The red blood deepening round her laving feet, 

Ala% that in your harvest of high thoughts, 
Thick set with golden promise of renown* 
The poppy seeds of envy and distrust 
Should take their baleful root* Slow winds along 265 
Gorlois, tlie sower of that noxious crop, 
Scattering it in with careless toil ; now stands 
By royal Emrys" side, now mines beneath 
Pendragon's towery soul, now sadly warns 
With cautious words and dark speech broken off* 270 
Hoel, the crown'd Annorican ; his looks 
Belykig his feign'd conftdence of speech. 
But hall^ surmising fear, and killing hope 
By hU cold care of keeping it alive, 

" Not that I love not» whom all love, adniire 2/5 

On whoin the ailmiration of all iiearts 
Falls with such free profusion^ 'tis no shame 
For us mean lamps before great Somor's light 
To wane and glimmer in our faint eclipse. 
Yet whence tins fettering of all eyes and hearts ? 280 



292 6AMOR, LOED OF 

Husstem unaockl aoiitiide of fimie ? 

True, from that fatal banquet ''acap'd he^ true 

Undaunted hath he rorM the isle, nor doobi 

For ftjoie high purpose, that Ywere nnh for us 

To seaidi out with our dim and mistj ogbt; 2SS 

Nor think. King EmryB, I thy aown aasert 

UnstaUy set upon thy royal brow, 

But there^s a dazzling in its jewd*d round 

Might tempt a less selfnuastering gra^. Who holds 

The souls of men in thraldom with his tongue, 290 

Makes bridges grow before him, stony walls 

Break up to give him way, — I speak not now^ 

In vengeance of Tintagel, \was a deed 

Most worth my richest praise, that made me fiiend 

To brave Pendragon. But amlntion wiedc'd 295 

The angels, and the climbing soul of man 

ELath sinned for meaner gain than Britain's throne.*-^ 

So one by one he wound his serpent coil 
Around the Chieftains souls ; and inly breath'*d 
The creeping venom. But Pendragon^s heart, 300 

Too fiery or too noble to suspect, 
In Samor's teeth flung fierce th^ oppessive doubt : 
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1 


Th' Avenger's tranquil sniile was like the chftnge 


^M 


Of aspect in a green and lofty tree. 


. ^1 


Touched by the wings of some faint breeze, nor shakes 305 


^1 


The massy foliage, nor is quite at rest. 


^1 


While languidly the undisturbiug air 


^1 


Falls away and expires* ** Will Emrys hold 


J 


At midnight on St. Michaers Mount, his pomp 


^H 


Of coronation ? Samor will be there,"™ 310 


^H 


« At midnight !"— « Aye, the fires will gaily blaze> 


^1 


The silent air is meet for solemn oaths, *^ — 


^H 


The night is starless, soft and still, the heavens 


^1 


0*er woven with a thin and ray less mist ; 


^H 


A long low heavy sound of breaking surge 315 


' ^^^^^^^ 


Roams down the shore, and now and then the woods 


^H 


Flutter and bend with one short rush of wind. 


^B 


The tide bath risen oVr the stony belt. 


^B 


That to the mainland links the Mount, where meet 


^^H 


Even now the Chieftains, ocean all around^ 320 


^^H 


On every side the white and moaning waves. 


^H 


On the bare summit, 'neath the cope of heaven. 


^H 


The conclave stands, bare, save a lofty pile 


^1 


Of wood compacted tke funereal pyre 
1 


1 


1, 


' 
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OfadqMartedberoinoldtiiiie 325 

On some i£geaii promontory lear'd. 
Or by the BladL Inhospitable Sea. 

The crown is on king Emiys* head, his hair 
Is redolent with the anointing oiL 
<< Hail, King of Britam r^-Samor cried, and '' Hml ! "* 
Replied that band of heroes ; Hail ! the shores 330 

Echoed, from bark and tent came pealing up 
The wuversal Hiul, the ocean waves 
Broke in with their hoarse murmur of a|q[dAUse. 

^^ Air, earth, and waters, ye have play'^d your part, 335 
There's yet another element,*^ — cried aloud 
Samor, and in the pyre he cast a brand. 
A moment, and uprush^d the giant fire, 
Piercing the dim heavens with its blazing brow. 
And on the still air shaking its red locks. 340 

There by its side the Vassals and their Kii^, 
Motionless on their shadows huge and dun, 
Show'd Uke destrojring Angels, round enwrap'^d 
In their careering pomp of flame ; far flashed 
The yellow midnight day oVr shore and sea: 345 

The waves now ruddy heaved, now darkly phing^d. 
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Upott the rocks, within the wavering light 

Strong featufd faces fierce, and hard-liii'd forms 

Broke out and diiiappear'd ; the anchored fleet 

Were laving their bmwn ^des in fain!>ow i^pray* 350 

No sound was heard, hut the devouring flame. 

And the tliick plashing waters^ — '' Keep your faith, 

(Cried Samor) ye eternal hilli*, and ye 

Heaven-iTeighlx>uring mountdns T— Eastward far anon 

Anotlicr fire rose furious up, behind 355 

Another and anotlier : all the hills 

Each behind each held up its crest of flame ; 

Along the heavens the bright and crimson hue 

Widening and deepening travels on, the range 

Overleaps black Tamar, by whoge ebon tide S$Q 

Cornwall is bounded, and on Heytor rock. 

Above the stony moorish source of Dart, 

It waves a sanguine standard ; Haldon bumi, 

And the Red City* glows a deeper hue ; 

And all the soutliem rocks, the moorland downs 365 

In those portentous characters of flame 

I}iKX>urse^ and bear the glaring legend otl. 
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Even to the graves on Ambri plain, where woke 

That pallid woman, and rejoicM, and deem'd 

'Twas sent to guide her to the tomb she sought. d70 

Fast flash they up, those altars of revenge, 

As the snake-tressed Sister tcHrch-bearers, 

Th^ Eumenides, from the Tartarian depths 

Were leaping on from hill to hill, on each 

Leaving the tracks of their flame-drop(nng feet 375 

Or as the souls of the dead fathers, wrapt 

In blight meteorous grave-clothes, had arisen. 

And each sate crowning his accustom''d hill. 

Silent and radiant : or as th' isle devote 

Had wrought down by her bold and frequent guUt 380 

Th^ Almighty''s lightmng shafts, now numberless 

Forth raining from the lurid reeking clouds. 

And smiting all the heights. On spreads the txain. 

Northward it breaks upon the Quantock ridge. 

It reddens on the M endip forests dark, S8S 

It looks into the cavem'd Cheddar clifis. 

The boatman pn the Severn mouth awakes 

And sees the waters rippling roimd his keel 

In spots and streaks of purple light, each shore 
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Ablaze with all its answering hills ; the streams 390 

Run glittering down Plinlimmon's side, though tliick 

And moonless the wan night : and Idris stands 

Like StroinboLi or Mtna, where 'twas feign'd 

E'er at their flashing furnace wrought the Sons 

Of Vulcan, for^ng with eternal toil 395 

Jove's never idle thunderbolts. And thou, 

Snow don, tlie king of mountains^ art not dark 

Apid thy vassal breUiren gleaming bright. 

Is it to welcome thy returning Seer, 

That thus above thy clouds, above tliy snows 400 

Thou wcar'st that wreatljed diadem of fire. 

As to outshine tlie pale and winking stars ? 

0*er Menai*s waters blue the gleaming spreads, 

The Bard in Monads secret grove beholds 

A glitter on his harp-strings, and looks out 405 

Upon the kindling cliffs of Penmanroawr, 

Is it a pile of martyrdom above 

Clwyd^s green vale ? beside the embers bright 

Stands holy Germain^ as a Saint new come 

From the pure mansions of beatitude, 410 

The centre of a glory, that spreads round 
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Its film of thin peQudd gdd. Nor ibete 

Pauses the restless Messenger, still on 

Vaults it from rock to rock, from peak to peaL 

Far seen it shimmer^ on Caer-Ebranc waD, 415 

And Malwyn blew a bugle i>last for joy. 

The sun uprising sees the dusk night fled 

Already from tall Pendle, and the height 

Of Ingleb(»roughy sees HdveUjn cast 

A meteor splendour on the mountain lakes, 420 

Like mirrors of the Uquid molten brass. 

The brightest and the broadest and the last. 

There flakes the beacon glare, and in the midst 

Dashing the ruddy sparkles to and fro 

With the black remnant of a pne-tree stem, 425 

Stands arm^d from head to foot Prince Vortimer* 
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Mighty in thy ^ndumiice, in revenge 

Mightier f thou shalc'st thy dusky patience ofi'j 

Oh Britidn ! as a snake its wilher*d aldnj 

That boa^stful to the aunshine coils and ^reads 

In briglit and cruel beauty. Not in vain $ 

Have those wild beacons rear'd their fireSj thou wak'si. 

The Blumber falls from thee, as dewdrops shed 

Frotn the morn-kindling Falcon's wing. On hill. 

In vale, in forest and in moor, in field 

Ami city J like the free and cx>mmon air, 1 

Like the wide-epreading golden hue of dawn. 

Ranges the boundless passion uncontroird. 

The ** Viplance," hath dmp'd absorb d away 

From the fierce war-cry, one portending word 
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« Vengeance,'*' rides lonely upon all the winck IS 

Ala% delicious Spring i God sends thee down 
To breathe upon his cold and perish'd works 
Beauteous revival ; earth should welcome thee. 
Thee and the West wind, thy smooth paramour^ 
Willi the soft laughter of her flowery m^da, io 

Her joySj her melodies. The prancing stag 
Flutters the shivering fenij the steed shakes out 
His mane^ the dewy herbage silver-webbM 
With frank step trampling ; the wild goat looks down 
From his emptu^ling bed of heath, where break 25 

The waters deep and blue with crystal gleams 
Of their quick leaping people : the fresh krk 
Is in the morning sky^ the nightingale 

Tunes evesong to the dropping waterfaU. 

Creation lives with loveliness^ all melts 30 

And trembles into one mild harmony. 

Mnskf only harsh and inliarmonious Man, 

Strews for thy delicate feet the battle field> 

Makes all thy smooth and flowing airs to jar 

With his hoarse trumpetings, scares thy sweet light 35 

With gleams of violent and angry brass. 
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Awaj I it is a yearly common joy^ 
A rapture that ne'er faik the solemn Sun 
In his eternal round, the blossoming 
And fra^ance of the green reviving earth. 40 

But a fresh springtide in the human soul, 
A nation from its wintry trance set loose. 
The bursting ice of servitude, the bloom 
Of freedom in the withered mind ohacure^ 
The bleakness of tlie heart discomlited, 45 

And over the bow'd shape and darkhng brow 
The flowering out of faded glories, sounds 
Of cheering and of comfort to the rent 
And broken by the tyrannous northern blast. 
These are earth's rich adomings^ these the choice 50 
Of nature 8 boimteouB^ and inspiring shows. 
Therefore the young Sun with his prime of light 
Shall beam on ensigns; the blithe airs shall waft 
Jocund tlie lofty pealing battle words ; 
And not unwelcome, fierce crests intercept , 55 

The spring-dews frcmi the thirsty soil ; the brass 
For vestment the admiring earth shall wear 
More proud than all lier fiowery robe of green. 
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In all the isle was flat subjectioii tame, 
In all the isle, hath Freedom reared her, plumed 60 

With terror, sandal'd mth relentlessness : 
Her march like brazen chariots, or the tramp 
Of horsemen in a rocky glen ; and clouds 
Of javelins in her front, and in her rear 
Dead men in grisly heaps, dead Saxims strewn 65 

Upon their trampled White Horse banners : them 
Her fury hath no time to scorn, no pause 
To look back on her deathful deeds atchiev^d. 
While aught remains before her to atchieve. 
Distract amid the wide spread feast of bloody 70 

The wandering raven knows not where to feed. 
And the gorg'd vulture droops his wing and sleqK. 

War hath the garb of holiness, bear proof^ 
Thou vale of Clwyd, to our cold late days, 
By the embalming of tradition named, 75 

Maes Gannon, of that saintly Bishop. He 
His gray tlun locks unshaken, his slow port 
Calm as he trod a chapel's rush-strewn flocnr. 
Comes foremost of his Christian mountaineers, 
Against th^ embattled Pagans fierce array. 90 
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By the grectt marpn of the atream^ the band 

Of Amgrim glitter in the maming light 

Their shadowy lances line the marble stream 

Willi long and level rules of trembiing shade ; 

The sunihine falling in between in streaks 86 

Of brightness. They th^ unwonted shew of war 

Behold slow winding down the wooded hill, 

" Now by our Gods,** cried Arngrim, *' discontent 
To scare our midnight with their insolent fires, 
They break upon our calm and peaceful day " nr> 

But silent as the travel of the clouds 
At breathless twilight, or a flock that winds. 
Dappling the brown cliff with its snowy speeks, 
Foldwanl along the evening dews, a bell 
Now and then tinkling, faintly shrill, come on 95 

Outspreaduig on t!ie meadow the stem band 
Of Britons with their mitred Captiun ; front 
Opposed to front they stand, and sjtear to ipear* 
Then Germain dasp*d his hands and look'tl to heaven. 
Then Germain in a deep and solemn tone 100 

Cried " Alleluia T answer was flung back ; 
From chff and csvan, " Allelmaj" burst; 
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It seemM strong vcnoes brd^e the bosom'd earth, 

Dropt voices from the douds, and in the nidi 

Of waters was an human clamour,* far 105 

Swept over all things in its boundless range 

The scattenug and discomfiting appeal : 

^was shaken from the shivering forest leaves, 

Ceaseless and cxnmtless, lifeless living thii^ 1 10 

Multiphed '< Alleluia,^ all the air 

Was that one word, all sounds became that sound. 

As the broad hghtn'mg swallows up all lights. 

All quenched in one blue universal glare. 

On rush*d the Britons, but 'gainst flying fi^es^ 115 
Quick smote the Britons, biit no breast plate dove 
Before them, then the ignominous death 
First through the back found way to Saxon hearts. 

Oh, Suevian forests ! Clwyd'*s vale beholds 
What ye have never witnessed, Amgrim^s flight— 120 
Fleet huntsman, thou art now the deer, the herd. 
Whereof thou wert the prime and lofty homV], 
Are falling fast around thee, th' unleashed dogs 
Of havock on their reeking flanks, and thee, 

* HoUnshed, Book 5, Chap. 6. 
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« 
The herdsman of the meek and peaceful goats, 1 25 

Thee, the soft tuner of the reedy flute 

Beside Nantfrangon^s stony cataract, 

Mordrin pursues. So strong that battle word. 

Its holy transmutation and austere 

Works in the soul of man, the spirit sheathes 130 

In the thrice folding brass of valour, swells 

The thin and lazy blood t' a current fierce 

And torrent like, and in the breast erewhilc 

But open to the tremulous melting airs 

Of passions gentle and afiections smooth, 135 

Plants armed hopes and eagle-wing'd desires. 

Therefore that youth his downy hand hath wreath'd 

In the strong Suevian's knotted locks, drawn up 

Like a wrought helm of ebon ; therefore fix 

His eyes, more us^d to swim in languid hght, HO 

With an implacable and constant stare 

Down on the face of Amgrim, backward drawn. 

As he its withering agony enjoyed; 

And therefore he whose wont it was to bear 

The many sparkling crystal, or the cup 145 

Of dripping water lily from the spring 

X 
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To the blithe maiden of his love, now shakes 

A gory and dissevered head alofl, 

And bounds in wild ovation down the vale. 

But in that dire and beacon haunted nigbt ISO 

King Vortigem his wonted seat had ta^en 
Upon Caermerdhyn^s topmost palace tower. 
There, the best privilege of greatness fall'n, 
He saw not, nor was seen : there wriqpt in gloeniy 
''Twas his soul's treasured luxury and dMHoe joj 155 
To frame out of himself and his drear state. 
Dark comfortable likenesses, and full 
And frequent throngM they this wild midiugbt All 
Cloudy and indistinct lay round ; the sole 
Dull glimmering like to light was what remaioM l€0 
Of day, just not so utterly extinct 
And quenched, as yet to shew splendour had been. 
And was not ; that dusk simile of himself 
Delighted, royal once, now with a mock 
And mimic of his lustre haunted. Why, 1<>5 

Why should not human glory wane, since douds 
Put out the immortal planets in the sky P 
Why should not crowns have seasons, since the i 
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Hath but her hour to queen it in the heavens ? 


^1 


Why sliould not high and cUmfaing souk be lost 


170 ^H 


In the benighting ihroud of the wcM-ld s glooxn ? 


^H 


ho^ one ingloriaus, undistingubh'd ni^t 


^H 


Gathers the ancient mountains in its tmin, 


^H 


While e*er the dunnest and most turbulent clouds 


^H 


Thicken upon the stateliest; but b^ieath 


^M 


The lowly and contented waters lie 


^H 


Asleep upon their woedy banks, yet they 


^1 


Have all the faint blue brtghtness that remains. 


^H 




i^^^^^H 


Stoop'd upon mean and trivial things, them too 


^H 


Wrought to his wayward misantliropie scope. 


^M 


Amid the swaying, and disliirbed air 


^1 


The rooks hung murmuring on the oak-tree tops. 


^H 


As plaining their uneasy loftiness. 


^1 


While, solitary as himself, the owl 


185 ^H 


Sate calhng on its deaf and wandering mate* 


^H 


Him at that sound seiz'd merriment, tliat made 


'^H 


The hp drop, the brow writhe, " Howl on^'' he cried, ^^^| 


*' Howl for thy dusky paramour,"— and tum'd 


^H 


To where Rowena'a chamber casements stood, 


^H 


Void, silent, dark of their ©nceJjrilBant ligbti, 

• 
1 

1 


J 
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Sodden anmid ^gam spire the i 
Each with its intertwisled i 
South, Xoith, mod East and West, fire ewerjmketCy 
ETcxywheie JlaAing and ffnnnhnoos Eg^- 19S 

Then gaz'd the unkinged, then cried out the fidlen, 
^ Nov, bjr mj aoul, when oomets gaae on kings 
Eren from the tar and Taultiiig hecrens, 'tis &ith 
There^s hoUowness beneadi their totterii^ throea ; 
But when they flash upon our earth, and stare 200 

Ckse in our faces, 'tis ripe time and full 
For palaces to quake and royal tombs 
To ope their wide and aD-reoeiTii^ jaws. 
What is\ to me? ye menace at the Great ! 
Ye stoop not to be dangerous and dread, 205 

Oh haughty and mysterious lights ! to thrones 
Low and despb^d like mine ; in earlier days 
Vorligem would have quaiPd, he mocks you now. 
Ye are not of the heavens, I know, I see, 
IKscomfiters of darkness, Conquerors 210 

Of midnight, ye are of the earth. Why stands 
Caermerdhyn and the realm of D^ed black 
Amid thb restless multitude of flame ? 
^is not for idle or tar fruitless diow 
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1 


That mtli such splendid vioktion Man 


215 


^1 


Infrbgeth on atem nature's laws, and rends 




,^H 


From niglit her consecrate and ancient pall ; 




^H 


Samor, thy hand is thei-e ! and Vortigem 




^1 


Hath not yet learnt the patience cold and tame 




^H 


To be outbla^'d and stifled thus." — ^Down past 


220 


^H 


The Monarch from his seat; few minutes fledj 




^H 


And I05 within that Palace all look'd redj 




^B 


And hurried with a deep confusing glare : 




^H 


And over it a Taulting dome of smoke 




'^H 


Surging aro«e and vast, till roaring out 


225 


^H 


Columns of mountmg fire sprung up, and all 




^1 


Whelm'd m one broad envelopment of flame, 




^^^^^^^1 


Stood; as when in heroic Pagan song 




^H 


Apollo to his Clarian temple came ; 




^H 


At once the present Godhead kindled all 


230 


- ^H 


Th* elaborate architecturej glory-wreath'd 




^1 


The pillars rose, the sculptured architrave 




^1 


Swam in the hquid gold, tJie Worshipper 




^H 


Within the vestibule of marble pure, 




^H 


Held up hia hand before his blinded eyes, 


235 


^B 


• 

1 
1 
1 


J 
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But ne'er «a» Hsee or «a» MlmiiIi mtm 
Hore in that citr, ooe a niMikhiiiijy hop 
Lay in h» ashes while ; faovvot the Kiii^ S» 

And vMther, no one knev, but He who knows 
All things. *r«a9 frequnrt in the volgar tale. 
None aw it, jet aO knew them well that saw,* 
At midnight manifest a huge arm came 
Forth from the weDun ; onoe it war'd and twioe, S45 
And then it fsas not : but a bolt thrice fork'd. 
Each fifrk a spike of flame, burst on the roo^ 
And all became a fire, and all fdl down 
And 8moulder*d, even as now the Aapeieas waBs 
Lie in scorch'd heaps and bhdc. At that same hour 250 
A dark steed and a darker rider past. 
With speed bcmocking mental steed, or man, 
Down the steep hill precipitous : 'twas like 
In shape and hue Made Favorin, on whose back 
King Vortigem was wont to ride abroad ; 255 

Like, surely not the same, for fire came out 
From under his quick hoofs, and in his breath, 
* Henry Hontiiigdoii, Uitt. 
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And sulphurous the blasted foot*tracka smelt. 




^M 


Some dinted deep in the hard rock, some seared 




^1 


On meadow grass, where never since have dews 


260 


^1 


Lain ghttering* never tlie fresh verduro sprung. 




^1 


Now is the whole Isle war. But I iBust crave 




^H 


Pardon from those in meaner conflict slain. 




^H 


Or eonqueroTi ; Poesy's fair treaisiire house 




_^H 


Contains not all the bright and rich, that gem 


265 


'^H 


The course of humankind ; in heaven alone 




^H 


Preserves em^lFd th' imperishable brass. 




^H 


In letters deep of amaranthine light. 




^H 


AH martyrs to their country and tlieif God, 




^H 


Oh that my spirit, holding the broad glass 


270 


^H 


Of its invention, might at once condenBC 




^H 


All rays of glory from the kindling Isle 




^1 


Full emanating, as of old 'tis famed 




^1 


The philosophic Syracusan caught 




^1 


The wide diverging sunbeams, by the force 


m 


/ ^^M 


Of mind seating to himself a right 




And proprty in nature's common gifts. 




^H 


And domineering the free elements. 




^B 


He tliat heaven-eeizM artillery pour'd forth 




^B 


To sear the high beaks of the 'sieging fleet, 

t 
1 

! 
1 
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Thai burnt, imknowiiig whence, 'mid the wiet 

So I the fine immortal light would pour 
Abroad, in the long after-time to beam 
A consecrate and vestal fiie, to guide 
Through danger s predpioes wild, the sk^pes 285 

Sleepy and smooth of luxury and fidse Uias, 
All Imers of their country. They my song 
Embosoming within th«r heart of heart. 
Like mine own Samor should bear on, too strong 
To perish, and too haughty to despur. 290 

They happier, he uprearing on the sand 
A Pharos, steady for a while to stem 
The fierce assaulting waves, in after times 
To fall ; they building for eternity 
Britain's rock-founded temple of renown. 295 

In the Isle's centre is a champain broad. 
Now broken into cornfield and smooth mead. 
Near which a hill, now with the ruin'd towers 
Of Coningsborough (from that fight of lyings 
Nam'd in old Saxon phrase), soars crested. Dune 300 
Skirts with her azure belt the level plain. 

Morn dawn'd with all her attributes, the slow 
Impearling of the heavens, the sparkling white 
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^M 


On the webb'd grass, the fragrant mistiness 


^M 


The fresh airs witli the twinkling leaves at sport, 


^H 


And all the gradual and emerging light. 


^1 


The crystalline distinctness settling dear, 


^H 


And all the wakening and the strengthening sound 


^H 


There dawn'd she on a battle^Beld superb. 


^H 


The beauty that is war's embellishment, 
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The splendour under wliose quick-glancing pall 


^M 


Man proudly moves to sky and to be slaini 


^^H 


How wonderful I In semicircle hugc^ 


^H 


Round tliat hill foot, the Saxon camps his strength 


^^^^^ 


A many-colour'd dazzling cirque, more rich 


^H 


Than the autirmnal woods, when the quick winds 


^1 


Shake on them broken sunlight, than tlie skies 


^1 


When tliunder clouds are bursting into light, 


^1 


And rainbow skirted hangs each fold, or fring'd 


'^1 


With liquid gold, so wav'd that crescent broad 


^H 


With moving fire, bloom'd all llie field with brass : 


^H 


Making of dread voluptuousness, the sense 


^1 


Of danger in deep admiration lost — 


^H 


Oh beauteous if that morning had no eve ! 


^H 


The Eastern horn, his tall steeds to his car 


^^M 
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Harnessed, whose scythes shone newly bunisdi'*d, held 

Caswallon ; he his painted soldiery, 

Their naked breasts blue^gleaming with uncouth 

And savage portraitures of hideous things. 

Human and monstrous terribly combin''d, MO 

Array'd ; himself no armour of defence 

Cumbered, as he were one Death dare not slay, 

A being from man'^s vulgar lot exempt, 

Commission''d to destroy, yet dangerless 

Amid destruction, against whom war showered dS5 

All its stored terror^, but still baffled back 

Recoil^ from his unwounded front serene. 

The centre were the blue-eyed Germans, loose. 
Their fierce hair, various each strong nation^s axmMf 
A wild and terrible diversity 340 

In the fell skill of slaughter, in the art 
Of doing sacrifice to death. Some helm'^d. 
Whose visors Uke distended jaws appeared 
Of sylvan monster, some in brinded furs 
Wrapt shaggy, on whose shoulders seem'd to ramp 245 
Yet living the fix'd claws; with cross-bows somey 
Some with long lances, some with fafehions curvM. 
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The Arian, wont to make the sable night 

A pander to hU terrors,* in swarth arma 

He bursting from the forestj when the slmde?; 350 

Were deepest, like embodied gloom advanced, 

Shap'd for sotrie dreodilil purpose, now he mov'd 

TJnoatural ^mid ilie dear and golden day. 

Here Hcngist, Horsa there amid the troop 

Wound their war-horsea ; he his weapon fell 3^55 

Shook, a round ball of iron spikea ehain'd loose 

To a huge pike-stave, Kke a baleful star, 

Aye gleaming devastation in its sweep ; 

Hengist begirt with that famVl falchion calPd 

The " Widower of Women ^ over all 360 

The fatal White Horse in the banner shone. 

Round to the left Argantyr with the Jutes 

And Angtians ; these for Offii's slaughter wild 

T* exact the usurious payment of revenge ; 



* Ccieniin Aril taper tuts, qiiibus enumerBtoB panUi} unlti popuJua 
anteccduGt} tTuc:«, Itisitm feritati Jirte ac tcjnpore (cnacinstitnr : nlgni 
BCutBj tinctft cnrpom : ttnu a<l prcElia noctes legiml : ips&qtx: fonuidjnc 
«tqiie mtihsk feralii ctcfdtUs iewar^m infenrnt, oulb hoftiuni luitlneste 
notma ac relut iufcmiiiii upectum : oani primi tti omrubu» prcciilj oeuH 
Tmz\mtnT. —Tu£, Get. c, 43* 
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He steraljmiiidful of that broken fight 3^ 

By Wye's clear stream, and his defrauded swotd 

Of its bope^Hoiius'd banquet, Samor*s blood. 

Above the multitude of brass the heights 

Were crowded with the wives and mothers,* ibey 

With thor known presence working shame of ffig^it, 370 

And the high fear of being thought to fear. 

With them the spoils of Britain, vessels canr^d. 

Statues, and vestments of the Tyrian dye. 

Standards with antique l^^id 8cr(^''d of deeds 

Done in old times, and gorgeous arms, and cups 373 

And lamps, and plate, or by fantastic art 

Ministered to fond luxury^s wayward choice. 

Or consecrate to th^ altar use of God. 

And there the Saxon Gods, the wood and stone 
Whereto that people knelt, and deified 380 

Their own hands work ; the Father of the race 
Woden, all arm'd and crown'd; the tempest Lord, 



* — et in proximo pignora : unde femuHmin nlulatns aiidiri, i 
iii£uitiiim ; hi caique sanctissiiiii testes, hi maximi kadatoret. Ad i 
ad conJQges Tidoera femnt : nee ills nomenre, ant exigere plagas pvpenL 
Cibosqoe et hortamina pognantibns gestant Tac. Germ. 
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The thunder-shaking Tlior^* twelv^e radiant stars 




^1 


His coronet, and sceptred his right hand. 




^1 


He nn his stately couch reclining ; fierce 


3S5 


^B 


In his mysterious multitude of signs. 




^1 


Arminsul ; and th'* Unnameablejf he fist'd 




^1 


On his flint pedestal, his skeleton sliape 




^H 


Garmentetl scantly in a winding sheet. 




^H 


And in his hand a torchblazcj meet to search 


330 


^H 


Eartli's utmost^ while in act to spring, one hand 




^B 


' Upon his headj upon his shoulder one, 




^1 


His faithful Lion rantp^d in sculptured ire. 




^H 


Southward, with crescent its out-atretching lioms 


( 


^H 


Circling tlie foe, lay stretcb'd the Britisli camp ; 


395 


^1 


The centre held King Emrys, on the right 




^B 


Pendragon, on the left tlv Armoric King, 




^B 


With all his tall steeds and brave riders, they 




^B 


The fathers of that fam'd chiyalric race 




^M 


Of knights and ladiesj glorious in old song^ 


•100 


'^B 


White-handed Iseult* Launcelot of the Lak^ 




^B 


Chaste Perceval, Uiat won tlie Sangreal quest. 




^^B 


But every where and in all parts alike 




^^H 


1 The Avenger held hb post ; all heard hU voice, 




^B 


1 
1 




1 


* 
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All felt his presence^ all obey'd hk sway. 405 

As western humcaEie whirls up (Tom earth. 

And bears whereVr it will, Uie loc^e-sheaTd com. 

The fluttering leaves, the &hatt€r*d ibcegt bougba. 

Even so his spirit 8eiz'd and bore alotigf 

And swept with it tiu^e proud brigades. Nor there 410 

Was not young Matwyn, he his hclniet wore 

Light shadow d by an eagle plumc^ so sued 

His sire^ lest in the wildering bottle met 

Their cars should clash in impious strife, nor aought 

The father more obedience frtmi the aoo, 4 15 

For Britain and mth Samor fixM to war. 

And in his brown and weather beaten arms 

Came Vortinier, a pine-tree stem his maee 

Tliat clove the air with desultory sweep. 

But by the river browsy a single stettl, 4^ 

Sable as one of that poetic pair, 

On the fair plain of Enna, in the yoke 

Of Pluto, when Proser}Tina let faU 

From her soft lap her flowers, and mourns thi4r toes 

Lavish, nor for herself reserved her tears. 4iS 

The horseman, not unlike tlint ravisher. 

Wore kingly aspect, and hk step and mien 
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Were as his realm were in a gloomier dime, 




^1 


Amid a drearier atmosphere, 'mid things 




^1 


Sluggish and melancholy, slow and dead. 


430 


^1 


As though liisclmmed by each, and clidming none, 




^1 


He lay, with cold impartid apathy 




^H 


Ejing both armies, as their fates to him 




^H 


! Were equal, and not worth the toil of hope. 




^H 


t But over either army silencse hung, 


435 


^H 


Silence long, heavy, deep, as every heart 




^H 


Were busied with eternity ; all thoughts 




^B 


, Were bidding fareweU to the Sun^ whose rise 




^H 


They saw, whose setting they might never see, 




^H 


And all the heavens were thinly overdraiiTi 


440 


^1 


• 

With light and golden clouds, as though to coucli 




^1 


The angels and the spirits floating there. 




«^l 


1 

While Heaven the lucid hierarchy pour'd fortli 




^^B 


To view that stJemn spectacle beneath. 




^^B 


A batde waged for freedom and for faith. 


445 


^1 


First rose a clamour and a crowding rush 




^H 


On the hill side, and an half-stifled cry. 




^1 


" The Proplietess I the Prophetess I'* was beard. 




^1 


* Ujion a waggon, *mid her idol Gods, 

1 

1 

1 
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She of the seal'^d lip and the haunted heart, 450 

The aged Virgin* sate ; her thin gray hair 
And hollow eyes in a strange sparkling steeped : 
Twice in the memory of the oldest spake 
Her voice, when Gk)thic Alaric had set 
His northern ensign an Homers shattered walls, 455 

That day along the linden shadow'd Elbe 
She went, with bitter smile and broken song 
That mock'^d at grandeur fallen and pride in dust. 
Once more, when Vortigem in that famM feast 
Crowned the fierce Hengist ; in the German woods 460 
She roam'^d, with lofty and triumphal tone. 
Shrieking of sceptres dancing in her sight. 
And Woden^s sons endiadem'd that rose 
And swept and glittered past her. Now with eye 
Restless, and churning lip she sate, and thrice 465 

She muttered— •^ Flight! Flight! Flight!" Then looked 
she out 

Upon the orient Sun, and cried, " Down ! down !'' 

Then westward tum'd she, and withdrew her hand, 

• Vetcrc apud Gennanos more, quo plerasqoe feminanim ftddicas, et 
augeacente supentitione, arbitrantur dcas. Tac Hist 4— 61. 
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From dallying irith her loose and hanging chin, 

And bet'kon'd to the faint remaining haze 4^0 

Of twilight. '* Back, fair darkness, beauteous gloonij 

Back r Still the Sim came on^ the shades dispelled. 

Then rose she up, then on the vacant space 

Between both armies fix'd her eje ; half laugh, 

Half agony her cheek rclaxM- — ** I see, 47 i> 

I see ye, ye Invisible I I hear, 

Soundless, I hear ye ! Choosers of the slain I 

Ye of the white forms hors'd on thunder clouds I 

Ye of Valhalla ! colourless as air, 

As air impalpable f wind on and urge 480 

Your sable and self-governed steeds ; They corne^ 

They whom your mantling hydromel awaits^ 

Whose cups are crown 'd, the guests of this night's feast, 

1 hey come, they oome^ for whom the Gods shall leap 

Fmni their cloud thrones, and ask ye whom ye bring 

In stem troops crowding to tlieir seeret joy.^ 4BU 

She shook her low dropt lip, and thus went on : 

'* The bow is broken, and the shafts are snapt ; 

The lance is shiverM, and the buckler rent ; 

The helm is cloven, and the plumes are shed ; 4^0 
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The horse hath foundered, and the rider fallal ; 

The Crown'd are crownless, kingdomless the Kngs ; 

The Conquerors oonquer^d^ and the Slayers slain ; 

One falls not, but he shall not stand, the axe 

Shall glean th^ imperfect harvest o£ the sword ; 495 

The scaffold drinks the lees of battlers cup ; 

And one is woundless amid myriad wounds. 

And one is wounded where there is but one. 

Ho, for the broad-hom''d Elk that leads the h^d ! 

Ho, for the Fine that tops the shattering wood ! 500 

Ho, for the Bark that Admirals all the fleet ! 

The herd is scattered, and the Elk unscath'd. 

The wood is levell'd, upright is the Pine, 

The fleet is wrecked, the Admiral on the waves. 

That Elk is in himself a sacrifice, 505 

That Fine shall have a storm its own, that Bark 

Shall perish in a solitary wreck, 

A sacrifice of shame ! a storm of dread ! 

A bitter ignominious soUtude !*"— — 

She had not ended, when a single steed 510 

Burst furious from the BriUsh line, with flight 
That had a tread of air, and not of earth. 
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Fierce and dhreet he whirrd to the hot charge 

His youthful Rider. Upright sate the Bdy 

Arthur, at first with half reverted look, 515 

As to his mother to impart his joy, 

His transport. Early, oh fame«destin'd Child, 

Pufst thou thy rickle in the field of fame. 

Over his head a dome of fiery darts 

And cross-bow bolts vault o^er th' encumber 'd air. 520 

Yet forward swept the child his rapid charge, 

And all at once to rescue all the Chiefs 

Rush'd onward ; Uther's dragon seem'^d to sear 

The winds with its hot waving, Emrys struck 

His coursers reeking flanks, his weapon huge 525 

Reared Vortimer, and Malwjrn^s wheels *gan whirl. 

And on the other side Argantyr tall, 

Hengist and Horsa, all the titled brave, 

Burst from their tardy lines, that vast behind 

Came rolling in tumultuous order on; 530 

As when at spring time under the cold pole 

Two islands high of ice warp heavy and huge 

Upon the contrary currents, first th^ assault 

The promontories break, till meet the whole 
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With one long crash, that wakes the alence, there 535 
Seated since time was bom, far off and wide 
Rock'^d by the conflict fierce old ocean boils. 

Still th' upright Child seem'd only to rejoice 
In the curvettings of his wanton steed, 
And in the mingled dazxling of bright arms. 540 

But over him a shield is spread, before 
A sword is wav^d, on every side the shield 
Dashes rude death aside, whirls every where 
The rapid and unwearied sword ; the rein 
Of the fleet steed hath Samor grasp'd, and guides 545 
Amid the turmoil. As when the eagle sire 
Up in the sunshine leads his daring young, 
Sometimes the dusk shade of his wing spreads o^er. 
And soft and broken in through the thick plumes 
Gleams the unblinding splendour. So secure 550 

Wag'd that fair Child his early war. But wild 
The wavering fray rock'd to and fro, and burnt 
I^ike one huge furnace the quick-flashing plain. 
Ever as 'twere the same die Apostle saw 
In the Apocalypse, Death's own pale steed, 555 

Over the broad fight shook the White Horse, qpread 
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Where'er its gleaming lightened the dun gloom. 

Steamy and vmi the curdling slaughter poob. 

And such confusion burst around of lines 

Mingling and interchanging. Valour found 560 

No space for proud selection, forcM to strike 

What cumber d and obstructed its free path. 

To hew out through a mass of vulgar life 

A passage to some princely foe \ twice met 

Horsa and Vortimer, Argantyr tmce BSS 

Smote at Pendragon, hut the whirlpool fierce 

Asunder swept them, and the deep of war 

Swallow'd them ; many a broad and shapeless chasm 

Was rent in either battle, but new fronts 

Rush'd in, and made the shiver'd surface whole* 570 

The aun was shut out by a sphere of dust 

That wrapt the tumult, 'twas no sight for Heaven 

That rending and defacing its prime work, 

Hiat waste of man, its masterpiece. But far 

Th* Avenger had borne off the Child, his steed 575 

First drew his breath before Igema's tent 

With her soft face upon the dust she ky, 
Struggling to hush her own lament, in hope 
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From the fieroe din of war migtit haflj < 

Some sound of cbeer and oomfort ; but when fiiD 580 

It ni5h*d upon her bearing, loud she shridfd 

To drown the very noi»s she strove to hear. 

But when her ChikTs ycice sounded, she look'^d up 

With a cold gbmce whidi said, ** That wound IVe heard 

Every sad moment anoe he went, my soul 585 

Is sick of self-deception, will not trust 

Again, to be again b^iuiTd.* She saw. 

And forcM a sportive look to her sad face 

To lure him to her snowj arms. While he 

Back to the battle, as a some of joy, 590 

Look'd way wardly, she dasp'd him to her breast 

With a fond anger, and both smiTd and wepC 

A moment Samor gaz^d oo her, and-*^^ All 

All have their hopes, and all those hopes (ulfilTd, 

But I, this side the grave no hope for me 595 

And no fulfilment.'" — Fast as sight could trade 

The battle felt him in ite thousand fokk 

But the undistinguished and chance-mingled fight 
BrookM not young Malwyn ; he his virgin shield 
Disdained mean blood should stain : where Hengist fought 
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He sir^i^ the Saxon saw the eagle phime, 601 

And tum''ci ajgofj and on some other head 

Discharged the blow for him uprear'dt But be 

Next plung'd where Horsa's starlike weapon shone, 

Disastrous, shaking ruin, yet even that 60S 

Gkmc*d aside from the eagle plume. The Boy 

Utter'd a wratliful dkappoirited cry. 

And 'gainst Argantyr drove \m car. He paus'd. 

And cried aloud^ " The eagle pluniej"" and plung'd 

Elsewhere for vktiins. That Pendragon heard, 610 

Even as he toU'd tlie third time to make way 

Amid' the circling slain to the Anglian crest. 

And taunting dius, — ** Metiiinks the eagle plume 

Hath some ibw feathers of the dove, so soft 

Spreads its peace-breathiDg influence."" But the Youth, 

" Ha, Father! thus, thus guil'st thou to a faint 616 

And infamous security thy son ? 

Thus enviest thou a noble foe? thus guard 'st 

^Vith a base privilege from peril ? Off', 

Coward distinction I off, fidnt hearted sign T 

And helm and plume away he rent, his hair 680 

CurFd down bi^ shoulders, radiant on his brow 
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The beauty of his anger shone, the pride 

Of winning thus a right to glorious death. 

Then set he forth on his bold quest again 625 

Impatient. Him Prince Vortimer beheld 

Sweeping between himself and Horsa, met 

Their sea-shore fight by Thanet to renew ; 

But something of his aster in his face, 

Something of Lilian hardenM and grown fierce, 630 

As that ungodly creed were true, and she 

Familiar to rude deeds of blood, had come 

One of Valhalla^s airy sisters hence 

To summon him she lovM. That gleam of her. 

That though ungende and unfeminine touch, 6S5 

Exquisite, in mid air his rugged mace 

Suspended ; but fierce Horsa on the Boy, 

Just on his neck, let fall the fatal sfukes. 

And him the afirighted steeds bore off. But then 

Began a combat over which Death seemed 640 

To hover, as of one assurM, in hope 

Of both for victims at his godless shrine. 

Then wounded and bareheaded Malwyn urged 
On Hengist his remaster'd steeds, the scythe 
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Kas'd his majestic war horse. But aside 645 

He sprung, and Hank'd the chariot ; long the strife^ 

Long, though unequal, like a serpentV tongue 

Vibrated Malw}^n*s battle axe, twice bow'd 

The Monarch to his saddle bow, — ^Twas fame 

More splendid, thus with Hengist to have fought G50 

Than to hav^ conquered hosts of meaner men. 

Heavy at length and fatal glided in 

The wily Chief's eluding falchion stroke ; 

Fast flew the steeds, the master lay behind, 

Dragging with his face downward^ still the reins G5S 

Cliiig in bi^ a)ld and faihng fingers, trail 

His neck and spread locks in the humid dust^ 

His sharp anas character the yielding sand. 

On By they, him at length deserting mute 

And gasping on the bank, their hot hoofs plunge 660 

Into the limpid Dune, and to the wood 

Rove on. It clianc^d ere while that thither came 

To fresJien with tlie water his spent steeds, 

And lave the clog^ng carnage from his wheels^ 

Caswallon, he hts huge and weary length 6^$ 

Cast for brief rest upon the bank ; a groan 
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Came from a helmless head that in the grass 

Lay undistinguishM. " 'Tis a Briton,'* cried 

Caswallon, ** cast the carrion off to feed 

The dogs and kites, that thus irreverent breaks 670 

Upon its monarches rest." Even as a flower. 

Poppy or hyacinth, on its broken stem, 

Languidly raises its encumbered head. 

And turns it to the gentle evenmg sun, 

So feebly rose, so turned that Boy his face 675 

Unto the well-known vdce ; twice raised his head. 

Twice it fell back in powerless heaviness ; 

Even at that moment from the dark wood came. 

Lured by their partners in the staD 'and field. 

His chariot coursers, heavily behind 6SO 

Drag^g the vacant car, loose hung the reins. 

And mournfulness and dull disorder slack'^d 

The spirit of their tread. Caswallon knew. 

And he leaped up ; the Boy his bloodless lips 

With a long effort opened.—" Was it well, 685 

Father, at this my first, my earUest fight. 

To mock me with a bafiied hope of fiune f 

Well was it to defraud me of my r^t 
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To nohlc? death P"— and speaking thus he died. 


• 


^1 


Above him his coiivuk d unconscious hands 


690 


^1 


Horribly with his rough bkck beard at play. 




^H 


Wrenching and twisting off the rooted locks, 




'^fl 


Yet senseless of the pain, the Father leatf d. 




^1 


Then leap'd ha up, vJith cool and jealous care 




^1 


Within his chariot pkc'd the lifeless corpse. 


65)5 


^M 


And with his ksh fierce rent the hdf-unyok'd 




^H 


Half-hamcsii'd steeds; disorderly and iwift 




^H 


As with iheir master's ire instinct tliey flew, 




^H 


Making a wide road through the hurtling fray* 




^1 


Briton or Saxon^ friend or foe alike, 


700 


^H 


Kinsman or stranger, one wide enmity 




^1 


'Gainst genera) humankind^ one infinite 




^H 


And undistmguishing lust of carnage fill'd 




^H 


The Master and the Horses ; so wild groans 




^H 


Follow^ whereW he moved, 'twas all to him. 


795 


^H 


So slaughter dripped and reek'd from the chok'd 


scythes. 


^1 


The low lay mow'd like the spring grass^ down 


swept 


^1 


On tV eminent, hke lightning on the oaks. 




^B 


His battle axe, each time it fell, each time 




^H 


A liie was gone, each time a hideous laugh 

• 


710 

1 


J 
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Shone on the Slayer^s cheek and writhing lip; 

As in the Oriental wars where meet 

Sultan and Omrah, under his broad tower 

Moves stately the huge Elephant, a shaft 

Haply casts down his friendly rider, wont J 15 

To lead him to the tank, whose children sharM 

With him their feast of fruits: awhile he droops 

Affectionate his loose and moaning trunk : 

Then in his grief and vengeance bursts, and bears 

In his feet's trampling rout and disarray J20 

To either army, ranks ^ve way, and troops 

Scatter, while swaying on his heaving back 

His tottering tower, he shakes the sandy plain. 

Meanwhile had risen a conflict high and fierce 
For Britain's royal banner; Hengist here, 725 

Argantjrr, the Vikinger, Hermingard, 
And other Chiefs. But there th^ Armoric King, 
Emrys, and Uther, with the Avenger stood. 
An iron wall against their inroad ; tum'd 
Samor 'gmnst him at distance heard and seen, 730 

The car-borne Mountaineer, then Uther met 
Argant}rr, Hengbt and King Emrys fought. 
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The rest overbore Eang Hod ; one had slun 

The standard bearer, and all arms at once 

Seiz'd as it fell, all foreign and all foes. 7^^ 

When lo, that sable Warrior, that retired 

And careless had look'd on, upon his steed 

And in the battle, like a thundercloud 

He came, and like a thundercloud he burst. 

Black, cold, and sullen, conquering without pride 7-^0 

And slaying without triumph; three that grasp'd 

The standard came at once to earth, while he 

Over his head with kingly motion swayed 

The bright redeemed ensign, and as fell 

The shaken sunlight radiant o^er his brow, 7^5 

Pride came about him, and with voice like joy 

He cried aloud, ^^ Aries f Aries r — and shook his sword, 

-** Thou'st won me once a royal ciown, and now 

Shalt win a royal sepulchre.** — The sword 

Performed its fatal duty, down they fell 7 50 

Before him. Jute and Saxon, nameless men 

And Chieftains; what though wounds he 8com''d to ward, 

Nor 8eem*d to feet, showVd on him, and his blood 

Ooz'd manifest, still he slew, still cried, *^ Aries ! Aries! ' 
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Ill-granted diariot, him the Thunderer huii'd 800 

From th^ empjrrean headlong to the gulph 

Of the half-parch'd Eridanus, where weep 

Even now the Sister Trees their ambor tears 

O'er Phaeton untimely dead. And now 

Had the Avenger reach'd the path of death, 805 

And stood in arms before the steeds, they came 

Rearing their ireful hoofs to dash him down ; 

But with both hands he seiz'^d their foaming curbs. 

Holding them in their spring with outstretdi^d ann 

Aloft, and made their lifted crests a shield 810 

Against their driver. He with baffled lash 

Groaded their quivering flanks, but that strong arm 

Held them above avoiding, thdu* fore-hoofs 

Beat th' unhurt air, and overspread his breast. 

Like a thick snow-shower, the fast falling foam. 815 

Then leaped Caswallon down, back Samor huri*d 

Coursers and chariot, and, <* Now,^ cried akmd, 

^< Now, King of Britain, in the name of God 

I tender thee a throne, two yards of earth 

To rot on, and a diadem, a wreath 820 

Of death^drops for thy haught aspiring brow. 

** There, there, look there,"" Caswallon cried, his hand 
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^H 


Stretch d tow'rd hb son, and in a frantic laugli 


^1 


Broke out, and echoed. — " Diadems and thrones ! 


^^^^H 


With rigid finger pointing at the dead. 


^^1 


A moment^ and the fury burst again ; 


^H 


Down came the [londerous battle axe, from edge 


^H 


To edge it rived the temperd brass, as swift 


^H 


As shot-stars the thin ether ; but the glaive 


^H 


Of Saraor right into his bosom smote. 


^H 


Like some old turret^ under whose broad shade 


^H 


At summer noon the shepherd oft his flock 


^H 


Hath driven, and in the iriendly cool rejoicd, 


^H 


Suddenly, violendy, ftiom its base 


^H 


PushM by the winter floods, he fell ; his look 


^H 


Yet had its savag« blasphemy : he felt 


^H 


More than the blow, the deadly blow, the cries 


^H 


Of joy and triumph from each army sent, 


^H 


Taunting and loud ; to him to die was nought, 


^H 


He €Ould not brook tlie shame of being slain. 


^^1 


But other thoughts arose \ hardly he crept 


^H 


To where dead Malwyn from the car hung down, 


^H 


Felt on his face the cold dependi^ng hand, 


^H 


And with a smile half joy, half anguish died. 


J 
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Tb' Avenger knelt, his heart too full for prayer, S45 
Knelt, and held up his conquering sword to heaven. 
Yet spake not But the battle, as set free, 
Its rugged game renewM, nor equal now 
Nor now unbroken, Flight and shameful Rout 
Here scattered, Victory there and Pride array'*d, 850 
And massM in comely files and full square troops 
Bore onward. Mountaineer and Grerman break 
Around the hill foot, and like ebbing waves 
Disperse away. Argantjrr, Hengist move 
In the recoiling flood reluctant. Them 855 

Nought more resembled, than two mountain bulls 
Driven by the horse and dog and hunter spear. 
Still turning with huge brow and tearing up 
The deep earth with their wrathful stoojnng horns. 

But as the hill was opened, from the top 860 

Even to the base arose a shriek and scream. 
As when some populous Cajntal besi^*d, 
Sees yawning her wide-breached waU, and all 
Her shatter^ bulwarks on the earth, so wild. 
So dissonant the female rout appear'^d 865 

Hanging with fierce disturbance the hill side. 
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Some with rent hair ran to and iro^ eome stood 

Widi silent mocking Hp, some softly prest 

Their infants to their heart, some held them forth 

As to invite the foe, and for them sued 8^0 

The mercy of immediate slaughter. Some 

Spake fiercely of past deeds of fame, some sang 

In taunting tone old songs of victory. Wives 

With ej^e imploring and quick heaving breast 

LookM sad allusions to endearments past ; 875 

Mothers, all bashfulness cast down, rent down 

Their garments, to tlieir sons displaying bare 

The fountiuns of their infant nourishmcnti 

Now ready to be ploughed witli murtherous swords* 

Some knelt before their cold deaf Gods, some scoff 'd 

With imprecation blasphemous and shrill 8St 

Their stony and un wakening thunders. Noise 

Not fiercer on Cithjcron side, th' affright 

Not drearier, when the Theban Bacchic rout, 

Their dashing cymbals white with moonshine, loose 885 

Their tresses bursting from their ivy crowns. 

And purple with enwoven vine-leaves, led 

Their orgies dan^rouft. In the midst tlie Queen 
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Agave shook the mi8deem''d Lion^s head 

Aloft, and laugh'd atid danced and sung, nor knew S90 

That lion suckled at her own white tneast. 

But Elfelin the Prophetess her seat 
Changed not, nor the near horror could recall 
Her eye from its strange commerce with th* unseen ; 
There had she been, there had she been in smiles 895 
All the long battle ; just befinre the spear 
Or falchion drank a warrior^s life-blood, she 
Audible, as an high-tribunal^d judge, 
Spake out his name^ and aye her speech was doouL 

Nor long the o'erbearing flight enwnipt thy strength* 
Argantyr, thou atnid the shattering wreck DO i 

Didst rise, as in some ruinous city dd, 
Babylon or Palmyra, magic built, 
A single pillar yet with upright shaft 
Stands, 'mid the wide prostration mossy and flat, 905 
Shewing more eminent Past the Saxon by. 
And look'^d and wonder'd, even that he deky^d ; 
' Cried his own Anglians. — ^^ King, away, away T 
First came King Hoel on, whose falchion clove 
His buckler, with a wrest he burst in twain 910 
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The shivering steel ; came Emrys next^ aside 
His misaiin'd blow he shook ; last Ulher, him 
His war horse^ by Argantyr's beamJike f^pear 
Then first, appiJl'd, bore in vain anger pa§t. 

From his late victory in proud breathlessness 915 
Slow came the Avenger, hut Ajrgantyr rais'd 
A cry of furious joy, " Long sought^ late found, 
I charge thee, by our kst impeded fight, 
I charge thee, give me back mine owhj my sword 
Is weary of its bathes of vulgar bloody 920 

And longs in nobler streams to plunge ; with thine 
ni gild and hang it on my Father's grave. 
And his helmM ghost in Woden^'s hall shall vaunt 
The glories of his son.'^ " Generous and brave. 
When last we met^ I shrunk to see my sword 925 

Bright with God^s sunhght, now with dauntless hand 
1 lift it, and cry On, in the name of God " 

They met, they strove^ as with a cloud erawrapt 
In their own majesty ; their motions gave 
Terror even to their shadows ; round them spread 9S0 
Attention like a sleep. Fhght paus'd, Pursuit 
Caught up its looec rein» Death his furious work 
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Ceas'd, and a dreary respite gave to souls 

Half parted; on their elbows rear'd them up 

The dying, with faint effort holding ope 935 

Their dropping ejelidB, homage of delight 

War from its victims thus exacting* Mind 

And body engrossed tlie conflict. Men were se&t 

At distance, for in their peculiar ^here. 

Within the wind and rush of their quick arms 9IO 

None venturM, following with unconsciou!^ limbs 

Their bbws, and shrinking as themselves were itrtick. 

Like Bcatter'd shiverings of a ecath'd oak kj 

Fragments of armour round them, the hard brass 

Gave way, and broke the fiery tempered steel, 045 

The stronger metal of the human soul* 

Valour, cndur'd, and power tJirice purified 

In Danger's furnace fail'd not. Victory, tired 

Of wavering, to tliose jiassive instrument^ 

Look'd to decide her long suspense* Behold 950 

Argantyr's falchion, magic wroughtj his sires 

So fabled, by the Asgard dwarfs, nor hewn 

From earthly mines, nor dipp'd in earthly fii^s. 

Broke short. Tb' ancestral steel the Angliaos mw. 
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Sign of their Kings, and worship of their race> 1*55 

Give way, and wdl'd and shriek'd abud. The King 
Collected all his glory as a poll 
To perish in, and scorned his sworded foe 
To mock with vain defence of unarm *d hand. 
The eKultalbn and fierce throb of hope 960 

Yet had not pass'd away^ hut look'd to death 
As it had iook'd to conquest, death so well^ 
So bravely eam'd to warrior fair as life : 
Stern welcoming, bold invitation lured 
To its last work the Conqueror s sword. Him flushed 
The pride of Conquest, vengeance long delayed, 9B6 
Tir exalted shanie of victory won so alow. 
So toilsomely ; all fiery passions^ all 
Tumultuous senfie-intoxicalmg powers 
Conspir'd with their wild anarchy beset 070 

His despot souL But he — ** Ah, faithl^a sword. 
To me as to diy master faithless, him 
Naked at his extreme to leave, and me 
To guile of this occasion fair to win 
Honour or death from great Argantyr's arm»* 975 

*' Christian, tliy God is mightiest, scorn not thou 
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His bounty, nor with dalliance mock thy hour, 

Strike and consummate !^ — ^' Ai^lian yes, my God, 

Th^ Ahnighty, is the mightiest now and ever, 

Because I scorn him not, I will not strike.'' — 980 

So saying, he his sword cast down. Thus, thus 

Warr'st thou F"^ the AngHan cried, '^ iSta&k diou haat won. 

I, I Argantyr yield me, other hand 

Had tempted me in vain with that base boon 

Which peasants prize and women weq) for, life : 985 

To lord o'er dead Argaoityr fate might grant. 

He only grants to vanquish him alive, 

Orily to thee, well nam'd Avenger !" TTieh 

The Captive and the Conqueror th^ armies saw 

Gazing upon each other with the brow 990 

Of high arch*d admiration ; o^er the field 

From that example flow'd a noble scorn 

Of slaughtering the defenceless, mercy slak'd 

The ardour of the fight. As the speck'd tnrch 

After a shower, with th^ odour of its bark 995 

Freshens the circuit of the rain-bright grove ; 

Or as the tender argent of Lovers star 

Smiles to a lucid quiet the wild sky : 
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So those illustrious rivals witli the light 

Of their high language and heroic act lOOO 

Cast a nobility oVr all the war. 

That capture took a host, none scorn'd to yield. 

So loftily Argantyr wore the garb 

Of stern surrender, none ]nclin''d to slay. 

When Sanior held the signal up to spare. 1005 

But where the Lord of that dire falchion nam'd 
The Widower of Women ? He^ the Chief 
Whose arms were squadrons, whose assault the shcM:k 
Of hosts advancing ? Hath the cream-blanch^ steed, 
Whom the outstripped winds pant after, borne away 
His master, yet with hope unchecked, and craft lOU 
UnhaiHed, th' equal conflict to renew ? 
Fast flew the horse, and fierce the rider spurr'd. 
That horse that all the day remorseless went 
OVr dead and dying, all that Hengist slew 1015 

AH he cast down before him. Lo, he checks 
Suddenly, startingly, with ears erect, 
Thick tremor oozing out from every pore. 
His broad chest palpitating, the thick foam 
Lazily gattiering on his dropping lip : ] 020 
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The pawing of his uplift forefoot chilled 
To a loose han^ng quiver. Nor his Lord 
Less horror seiz'^d ; slack. trembled in his left 
The bridle, with his right hand dropt his sword, 
DrippM slowly from its point the flaking Uood 1 025 
Of hundreds, this day fall'n beneath its edge. 

For lo, descended the hill side, stood up 
Right in his path the Prophetess, and held 
With a severe compassion both her arms 
Over her head, and thus — ^< It cannot be, 1030 

I've cried unto the eagle, air hath none ; 
Fve sued unto the fleet and bounding deer, 
IVe sought unto the sly and mining snake ; 
There'^s none above the earth, beneath the earth, . 
No flight, no way, no narrow obscure way. 1035 

IVe caSTd unto the lightning, as it leaped 
Along heaven's verge, it cannot guide thee forth ; 
IVe beckoned to the dun and pitchy gloom. 
It cannot shroud thee; to the caves of earth 
IVe waird and shrieked, they cannot chamber thee." 

He spoke not, mov'd not, strove not: man and steed. 
Like some Equestrian marble in the courts 1042 
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Of Emperore ; that fierce eye whose wisdom keen 
Pierc'd the dark depths of counsel, hawk-like^x>ved, 
Seizing the unutter^d thoughts from out men^s souls, 
Wrought order in the battlers turbulent fray 104f> 

By its command, on the aged Woman's face 
FixM Uke a moonstruck idiot She upright 
With strength beyond her bow*d and shriveird limbs 
Still stood, and murmurM low, " Why com'st thou not. 
Thou of the Vale ? thou fated, come ! come ! come !" 
The foes overtook, he looked not round, their tramp 
Was round him, still he mov'^d not ; violent hands 
SeizM on him, still the enchanted falchion hung 
Innocent as a feather by his side. 1055 

They tore him from his steed, still clung his eyes 
On her disastrous face ; she fiercely shrieked 
Half pride at her accomplished prophecy. 
Half sorrow at Erie Hen^sf s fall, then down 
Upon the stone that bore her, she fell dead. IO6O 
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Oh, Freedom, of our social Universe 

The Sun, that feedest from thy um of light 

The starry commonwealth, from those mean lamps 

Modestly glimmering in thdr sphere retir'd. 

Even to the plenar and patridan orbs, 5 

That in their rich nobility of light, 

Or golden royalty endiademM, 

Their mystic circle undisturbed round thee 

Move musical ; but thou thy central state 

Preserving, equably the fair-rank*d whole 10 

In dutiful magnificence maintain'^st, 

And stately splendour of obedience. Earth 

Wonders, th' approval of th' Almighty beams 

Manifest in the glory of the work. 
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Though sometimes drovm'd wiUiin the red eclipse 15 

Of tyranny, or brief while by the base 

And marshy exhalationa of low vice 

And popular license madden'd thou hast flash*d 

Disastrous and intolerable fire ; 

Yet ever mounting bast tliou still marched on 20 

To thy meridian throne ; my waicen wing 

Oh^ qiiecicMesfl luminary t may not soar 

To that tliy dazzling and oVrpowering noon; 

Rather the broken glimpses of thy dawn 

Visiteth, when thy orient overcast 25 

A promise and faint foretaste of its light 

Beam'd forth, then plungM its cloud-slakM front in gloom. 

Even i*ith such promise dost thou now adorn 
Thy chosen city by the Thames^ where holds 
Victorious Emrys his higli Judgment court. 
Thither the long ovation haUi he led, 
Amid the solemn music of rent chains, 
The rapture of deliverance, where he past 
Earth brightening, and the face of man but now 
Brow-sear'd with tlie deep brand of servitude. 
To its old upright privilege restored 
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Of gazing od its kindred hearen. The towns 

Gladdened amid thdr ruins, churdieB shook 

With throngs of thankful votaries,^ till twas (ear 

Transport n^it finish Descdation^s work, 40 

And bliss predpitate the half mouldered walls. 

^is fiun'd, men died for joy, untimely births 

Were frequent, as the eager mothers prest 

To show their infants to the brightening world. 

They that but now bdidd die faieF-bome dead 45 

With miserable envy, past them by 

Contemptuously pitying, as too soon 

Departed from this highly gifted earth. 

3o they the Trinobantine City reached : 

Without the walls, dose by the marge of Thames, 50 

The synod of the Conquerors met; a place 

Solemn and to the soul ^Uscoursing high. 

Here broad the bridgeless Thames, even like themadves 

Thus at their flush and high tide of renown. 

Swelled his exulting waters. There all waste 55 

* Then did Aureliiu Ambrosias put the Saxons oat of til other parts of 
the land, and repaired soch dtiei, towns, and alto cfaarchetf at bj tli^^ 
had been destroyed or de&oed. Sue. HoU. Book 6. Chap. 8. 
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The royal cemetery of Britain lay. 

The monuments^ like their cold tenantry, 

Mouldering, above all niin as beneath, 

A wide profound, drear sameneis of decay. 

Upon the Chumh of Christ had heavily fallen 

The Pagan deflation, hung the doors 

Loose on their broken and disused hinge. 

And grass amid the checquer'd pavement squares 

Waa springing, and along the vacant choir 

The shrill wind was God^s only worsliipper. 

Even where they met, through the long years have sate 
In Parliament our nation^s high and wise. 
There have deep tJiought^ been ponder'd, i^troug designs 
On which the fate of the round world hath hung. 
Thence have the emanating rays of truth, 70 

Freedom, and constancy, and holiness 
Flowed in their broad beneficence, no bound 
Owning but that which limits tliis brief earth, 
Brightening this misty state of man; tlie winds 
That thence bear mandates to th' inconstant thrones 75 
Of Europe, to the realms of th' orient Sun, 
Or to tlie new and ocean*severM earth. 
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Or to the Southern coooa-feather*d isles, 
Are welcome, as pure gales of health and joy. 
Still that deep dwelUng underneath the earth 80 

Its high and ancient privilege maintains. 
Dark palace of our island^s parted Kings, 
Earth-dePd pavilion of our brave and ^vise, 
Whose glory ere it swept them off, hath east 
A radiance on the scythe of Death- Pisus'd 85 

For two long heathen ages, it became 
The pavement of ou|: sumptuous minster fair. 
That ever and anon yet gathers in 
King, Conqu'ror, Poet, Orator, or Sage 
To her stone chambers, there to sleep the sleep 90 

That wakens only at the Archangel^s trump. 
First in the synod rose King Emirys ; hfs 
The royal sword of justice from his side 
Unglrding, plac'd it in the Avenger's hand. 
And led him to the judgment-seat He shrunk, db 

And offered back the solemn steel. — ^^ Oh ! King, 
Judge and Avenger ! who shall reconcile 
The discord of those titles, private wrongs 
Will load my pa^ptial arm, and drag to earth 
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The unsteady balance. Only God can join 100 

And blend in one the Injured and the Judge.*** 

But as a wave lifts up and bears along 

A stately bark, so the acclamation swell 

Floated into the high Tribunal throne 

Reluctant Samor: on his right the King 105 

Sate sceptered, royal Uther on the left. 

While all around the assembled Nation basked 

In his effulgent presence, ^was a boast 

In after ages this day to have seen 

Him whom all thronged to see; memory of him, 110 

Every brief notice of his mien and height 

Became an heir-loom ; mothers at the font 

Grave to their babes his name, and e'er that child 

Was held the staff and honour of the race. 

So met the Nation in their judgment Hall, 115 

Its pavement was the sacred mother earth. 
Its roof the crystal and immortal heavens. 

Then forth the captives came, Argantyr first. 
Even with his wonted loftiness of tread : 
Nature's rich heraldry upon hb brow 120 

Emblazing him of those whose scorn the world 

A a 
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Bears unashamed, by whom to be despii^d 

Is no abasement Men's eyes ranged from him 

To Samor, back to him — in wonder now 

Of conquest o^er such mighty foe, now lost 1 25 

The wonder in their kindred Conqueror^s pride. 

Then sdd the Anglian—" Wherefore lead ye here P' 

The sternness of his questioning appall'd 

All save the Judge.—" What Briton,'' he rejdied, 

" Witnesseth aught agisdnst the Anglian Chirf?^— 130 

Thereat was proclamation, East and West 

And North and South : the &il«it winds came back 

With wings unloaded : so that noble mien 

Wrought conquest o'er man's darkest passions, hate, 

And doubt, and terror, so the Capdve cast 135 

His yoke on every soul, and hamess'd it 

Unto his valiant 8[nrit's chariot wheels. 

Then spake the stately and tribunal'd Judge— 
" Anglian Argantyr ! Britun is not wont 
T* inflict upcm a fair and open foe 140 

Aught penal but defeat ; her warfare bows 
Beneath her feet but tramples not ; her throne 
Hath borne the stormy brunt of thy assault. 
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And daah'd it off, and thus she saitii, ^^ Betum, 

Retuni unto thy German woods^ not more, 145 

Oticc baffled^ vex our comts with Iruitleta war. 

And thy return shall be to years remote 

Our bond and charter of security ; 

A shudder and cold trembhng nt our name 

Sliall pass with thec^ the land that hath spurn'd \mick 1 50 

Argantyr's rnarcli of victory, shall be knon^ 

T* eternal freedom consecrate. Your ship 

Shall plough our sea*, but turn their timorous prows 

Aloofj while on the deck the Sea King points 

To our white cliffs^ and saitli— * The Anglian thence 155 

R^treatetl, shun the unconquerable shore/'' — 

" So nevermore shall my hot warliorse bathe 

In British waters^ nor my lalchion meet 

The bold resistance of a British steely 

So wills the Conqueror, thus the Conquer'd swears,*' ICO 

Thus spake Argantyr ; sudden tlien and swift 
Loftier shot up his brow, prophetic hues 
Swam o'er liia agitated features, words 
Came with a rush and instantaneous flow. — 

<^ 1 tell thec» Briton, that tliy sons and mine IS5 
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Shall be two meeting and conflicting tides. 

Whose fierce relentless enmity shall lash 

This land into a whirlpool deep and wide, 

To swallow in its vast insatiate gulph 

Her peace and smooth felicity, till flow l/o 

Their waters reconciled in one broad bed, 

Briton and Anglian one in race and name. 

'Tis written in the antient solemn Runes, 

^Tis spoken by prophetic virgin lips. 

Avenger, thou and I our earthly wars 1 75 

Have ended, but my spirit yet shall hold 

Noble, inexorable strife with thine. 

It shall heave ofi* its barrow, burst its tomb. 

And to my sons discourse of glorious foes 

In this rich Island to be met : my shade 180 

Shall cross them in their huntings, it shaU walk 

The ocean paths and on the winds, and s^ze 

Their prows, and fill their sails, and all its voice 

And all its secret influences urge 

To the White Isle ;^ their slumbers sh^ not rest, 185 

• The WeUh called it Inis Wen, the White Island. Speed, B. 5. C. t. 
Some derive Britain from Prjd Cain— Beauty and White, ibid. 
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^H 


Their quiet shall be wearine^^ till lulFd 


^M 


Upon the pillow of success repose 


^H 


The high, the long hereditary feud*'* 


^H 


So myir\g, he the bark that lay prepared 


^H 


With sail unfurrd, ascended. She went forth 


^^M 


Momently with quick shadow the blue Thames 


^1 


Darkeningj then leaving on its breast a light 


^1 


Like silver. The fix'd eyes of wondering men 


^H 


Tracked his departure, while with farewell gleam 


^H 


The bright Sun shone upon his brow, and seemed 


195 ^^^1 


A triumph in the motion of the stream ; 


^^H 


So loftily upon its long slow ebb 


^H 


It bore that honour-laden bark.^ — Nor pause, 


^H 


Lo, in the presence of the Judgment Court 


^H 


ITie 8e<x>nd Criminal ; pride had not passed 


^^M 


Nor majesty from his hoar brow ; he stood 


^H 


Widi all except the terror of despair, 


^H 


Consciously in fatalily*s strong Ixinds 


J^^^^^^H 


Manacled, of the coming deatli assured. 


^H 


Yet fronting the black (iiture with a look 


205 ^^M 


Obdurate even to scomfulness. He seem d 


^1 


• 

As be heard nought, as though bis occupied cars 

• 


J 
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Were pervious to no sound, tance that dim voice 

Of her who speaking died, the alver hair'd. 

The Prophetess, that never spake untrue: 210 

As ever with a long unbroken flow 

Her song was ranging through his bnun, and struck 

Its death-knoll on his soul. Nor change had come 

Since that drear hour to eye or dieek ; the craft. 

The wisdom that was wont to make him lord 215 

Over the shifting pageant of events, 

Had given its trust up to o*er-ruling fiite. 

And that stem Paramount, Necessity, 

Had seal'd him for her own. Amid them all 

He tow Yd, as when the summer thunderbolt 220 

'Mid a rich fleet some storm-accUstomM bart 

Hath stricken, round her the glad waters dance, 

Her sails are full, her strong prow fronts the wares ; 

But works within the irrevocable doom. 

Wells up her secret hdd th* inundant surge, 225 

And til' heavy waters weigh her slowly down. 

For the arraignment made the Judge a sign. 
And the first witness was a mi^ty cry. 
As 'twere the voice of the whole Isle, as hills 
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And plains and waters their abhorrence spake ; 2;^ 

Hoai^e harmony of imprecation seem'd 
To break the ashy sleep of ruin'd tovrns. 
And th' untombM dumbor§ of far batUe vales. 
As if the crowd about the Judgment Court 
Did only with articulate voice repeat 2S5 

What indistinct came down on every wind. 
Then all the near, the distant, sank away. 
Only a low and melandioty tone, 
Like a far music down a summer stream 
Remain^; upon the lulPd, nor panting air 240 

Fell that smooth snow of sound, till nearer now 
It sweirdj as clearer water-falls are heard 
When midnight grows more still A funeral hymn, 
It ponr"'d the rapture of its sadness out, 
Even like a i^parkling so{K>rific wine, 245 

But now and then broke from its low long fall, 
Something of martial and majestic swell, 
That spake it^ mourning o'er no vulgar dead. 
Lo to the royal burying place, cliance borne 
Even at this solemn time, or so otdainM 250 

From their bright-scutclieon'd biers tlieir part to bear 
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In this arraignment, came King Vortigem, 

And th' honoured ashes of his Son. But still 

And voiceless these cold witnesses past on. 

Unto the place of tombs. Along the Thames 255 

Far floated into silence the spent hymn : 

And one accusing sound arose from them. 

The heavy falling of their earth to earth. 

One female mourner came behind the King, 
Half of her face the veil concealed, her eyes 260 

Were visible, and though a deadly haze 
Film'd their sunk balls, she sent into the grave. 
Following the heavy and descending corpse, 
A look of such imploring lovehness, 
A glance so sad, so self-condemning, all, 263 

(So softly, tremulously it appealed) 
Might wonder that the spirit came not back 
To animate for the utterance that she wishM 
Those bloodless hps ; for^veness it was plain 
She sought, and one so beauteous to forgive, 270 

The dead might almost wake. And she sate down. 
Leaning her cheek upon a broken stone 
(Once a Eing^s monument) as listening yet 
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Th'* acc^ptanc^ of her prayers : nor cloistered Nun 
Hath ever since moummg her broken vows, 2^5 

And his negl^t for whom those vows she brokcj 
Come to the image of her Virgin Saint 
With such a faded cheek and contrite mien, 
As her who by those royal ashes sate* 

But lo, new witnesses; a matrfm train 280 

In flowing robes of grief came forth, the wive« 
And mothers of those nobles foully slain 
At the Peace Banquet, them the memory yet 
Seem'd haunting of delicious days broke off 
On Hengist, even a captive, dared not they, 285 

Look firmly, as their helpless loneliness 
Spake for thern^ they their solitary breasts 
Beat, wrung dieir destitute cold hands, and pass^i 

Arose the mitred Germain, glancM his hand 
From that majestic criminal^ where lay 200 

The ruins of God*s church, and so sate down. 

But Samor look'd upon the mourner timn. 
As ihough he sought a fat^ that wa^ not there, 
That could not be, soft Emeric^s* — ** I have none^ 
I only none to witness of my wrongs.** — ■ 29$ 
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So said he, but he shook the sdlness oS, 

On the tribunal rose severe, and stood 

Erect before the multitude. ^^ Thou^ King^ 

And ye, assembled People of this Isle, 

If that I speak your sentence right, give in 300 

Your sanction of Amen. Here stands the man. 

Who two long years laid waste with fire and sword 

Your native cities and your altar shrines : 

Here stands the man, who by slow fraud and guile 

Discrowned your stately Monarch, Vortigem : 305 

Here stands the man, hath waterM with your blood 

The red and- sickening herbage of your land : 

Here stands the man, that to your peaceful feast 

Brought Murther, that grim seneschal, and drugged 

With your most noble blood your friendly cups," 310 

And at each charge came in the deep Amen, 
Even like the sounds men hear on stormy nights. 
When many thunders are abroad. Nought moved 
Stood Hengist, if emotion o^er him passd, 
Twa3 likest an elate contemptuous joy 315 

And glorying in those lofty worded crimes. 
Tlien, *^ Saxon Henpst, as thy sword hath made 
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Our children fath^less, so fatherless 
Must be thy children !"• And Axnen knoUM back. 
As a plague visited Metropolis 320 

Mourning the wide and general funeral, tolls 
From aU her towers and spires the bell of death. 
" Tl:iy children fatherless \ not so— not so'' — 
Rose with a shriek that Woman by the grave. 
And she sprang forth, as fnim beneath the earth, 325 
As a partaker of. no mourner near 
That kingly aiffin. Veil fell off, and band 
Started, through her bright tresses her piJe face 
Glittered, like fine-chaPd ivory set in gold. 
Between the Criminal and Judge her stand BSO 

Bowena took ; him as she saw and knew 
F!u8h\l a sick rapture o^er her face and neck, 
A fading rose-hue, hke eve's parting light 
On a snow bank ; but from her marble brow 
She the bright-clustering hair w^p'd back, and thus, 335 
" Samor, the last time thou this brow beheld'st 
The moonlight was upon it, rince that hour 



* The wcifdt uied to Ag^g were api^lkrd on thU occtJion, oceof^g to the 
Weifih IradilioQ. Ilobert*i TmuJatlaii of the Brut of T^aiUo, 
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The water hath flow'd o'er it, holy sign 

Hath there been left by Christian hand, and I 

^hy creed have learnt, and one word breathes it all, 340 

Mercy.'*' — " But Justice is Grod's attribute. 

Lady, as well as mercy, Man on earth 

Must be Vicegerent of both stem and mild. 

Lest over-ramping Evil set its foot 

Upon the prostrate world. The doom is said, 345 

The doom must be.'*' — " Ha ! Man with heart of day. 

To answer with that cold and stedfast mien; 

Oh, 1*11 go back and sue the dead again, 

There's more for^veness in the cold deaf corpse, 

Than the warm keen-ear'd living. From that vault 350 

I felt sweet reconcilement steaUng up. 

That tum'd my tears to honey dew, here all, 

All sullen and relentless on me glares. 

I ask not for myself, not for myself. 

The ice of death i^ round my heart, there long 355 

I've felt the slow consuming prey, I feel 

The trembling ebb of my departing life. 

That hoary head, though granted to my prayers. 

Shall never rest upon my failing knee, 
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The fatha- that ye give me back (I feel 360 

Ye give himj thou that bear'st the Avenger^a name, 

I know thee by a milder character) 

That father cannot long be mine ; his hands 

May lay me in the grave, hii eyes may weep, 

For they can weep^ although ye think it not ; S65 

Those hands ye deem for ever blood-embrued^ 

Fve felt them fondling with my golden hair. 

When with gay childish foot I danc'd to meet 

His far resounding horn- That horn shdl sound, 

But on my deaf and earth-cIos*d ears no more^ 370 

No more,**— '* Rowena, when a Nation speaks, 

The irrevocable sentence cannot change^'* 

Then up her fair round arm she raisM, and wrapt 
like a rich mantle round her : her old pride 
As the poetic Juno in the clouds 37^ 

Walking in her majestic ire, while slow 
Before her th' azure-breasted peacocks draw 
Her ch^ot, — " Tell me, thou that sit'st elate, 
And ycj who call yourselves thb British reohn^ 
By what new right ye judge a G^man King, 380 

Where are your diartersi whers your sctoUb of law 
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Whose bright and blazoned titles give ye power 

To pass a doom on crowned head ? Down, down, 

Ye bold Usurpers of the Judgment seat, 

Insolent doomers of a sacred life, 385 

Beyond your sphere to touch, your grasp to seize.*" 

^^ Lady, we judge by the adamantine law. 
That lives within the eternal soul of man, 
That God-enacted charter, " Blood for blooA'' 

Exhausted she sank down upon her knees, 390 

Her knees that fainted under her. — ** Ye can. 
Ye will not shew unto a woman^s eyes 
That bloody consummation, not to mine. 
Oh, thou that speakest in that brazen tone 
Implacable, the last dme thou and I 395 

Discoursed, thy voice was broken, tender, soft, 
Remember'^st thou ? 'twas then as it had caught 
The trembling of the moonlight, that lay round 
With raptiu^us disquiet bathing us. 
Remember'^st thou?'' — " Almost the Judgment sword 
Fell from the Avenger's failing hand, but firm 401 

He grasp'd it, and with eyes to heaven upturned, 
" Oh, duty, duty, yithf art thou so stem F* 
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Then, ^^ Lady, lo, the headsman with his steel ; 

To that dark Priest 'tis given to sacri^ce 405 

The victim of to day— depart ! depart ! 

Colours may flow too deep for woman's sight, 

And sounds may burst too drear for woman's ear." 

Stately as lily on a sunshine bank^ 
Shaken from its curPd leaves the overcharging dew, 410 
Freshens and strengthens its bow^d stem, so white 
So brightening to a pale cold pride, a faint 
And trembling majesty, Rowena sate. 
On Hen^st*s dropping lip and knitted brow 
Was mockery at her fate-opposing prayer, 415 

And that was all. But she — " Proud-hearted Men, 
Ye vainly deem your privilege, your right, 
Prerogative of your high-minded race. 
The glory of endurance, and the state 
Of strong resolving fortitude. Here I, 420 

A woman bom to melt and faint and fail, 
A frail, a delicate, dying woman, sit 
To shame ye.*" She endurVl the flashing stroke 
Of th' axe athwart her eyesight, and the blood 
That sprung around her she cndur'd : still kept 425 



White? 













